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^ SENTIMENTAL MERR Y SONGSTER. 

A Favourite Song. 

Mufic by Mr. Bach. 

Sung by Mrs Weichselz. ac Vauehall. 

* 

I N this fhady bleft retreat 

I’ve been wifhing for my dear ; 

Hark, I hear, his welcome feet. 

Tell the lovely charmer near. 

*Tis the fweet, bewitching fwain. 

True to love’s appointed hour 
Joy and peace now finile again, 

v Love, I own thy mighty power. 

* 

i 
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A Favourite Song. 

Mufic by Mr Bach. 

Sung by Mrs. Pinto at Vauxhall. 

T ENDER virgins, fhua deceivers. 

Who with bafe reducing arts, 

When they find you fond believers, 

Triumph o'er unguarded hearts.. 
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Remember Damon* 

Sung by Mifs Harper, at Marybone Gardens* 

Compofed by Theodore Smith. 

m 

R E M E M B E R, Damon, you did tell. 

In chaftity you lov’d me well ; 

But now alas i I am undone. 

And here am left to make my moan i 

To doleful fhades I will remove, 

Since I’m defpis’d by him I love ; 

Where poor forfaken nymphs are Teen 
In lonely walks of willow green* 

h 

Upon my dear’s deluding tongue. 

Such loft perfrtafive language hung, 

That when his words had filence broke. 

You would have thought an angel fpoke*. 

Too happy nymph, who e’er {he be. 

That now enjoys my charming he ; 

For oh ! T fear it to my coft, 

She's found the heart that I have loft. 

Beneath the faireft flow’r on earth, 

A fnake may hide, or take its birth; 

So his falfe brcaft conceal it did 
His heart the fnake that there lay hid* 

’Tis falfe to fay we happy are, 

Since men delight thus to enloare ; 
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Tn man no woman can be bleft* 

* 

Their tows are wind, their love a jett. 

Ye gods, in pity to my grief. 

Send me my Damon, or relief; 

Return the wild delicious boy. 

Whom once I thought the fpring of joy : 
But whilft I’m begging of this bllfs, 
Methinks I hear you anfwer thus ; \ 

"When Damon has enjoy’d, he flies, 

Who fees him, loves ; who loves him, dies. 


The Milk Maid. 

Sung by Mifs Froud, at Marybohe Gardens. 

Set by Mr. Hook. 

’ r H E lark proclaim’d return of morn. 

When Dolly tript acrofs the lawn. 

Young Colin follow’d with his flail, 

She went to fill her milking pail ; 

He lov’d, and beg’d fhe’d heat him now. 

She anfwer’d, flie mull milk her cow. 

He fighing vow’d he lov’d her more 
Than ever youth did nymph before, 

With rapture prais’d her blooming charms, . 

And prefs’d the fair one in his arms 
Ske bad him keep his diftance now. 

Nor hinder her to milk her cow. 
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Pair maid, he cry.’d, cou’d you approve. 

» * 

An artlefs fhepherd’s honed love. 

Yon little farm, yon flocks are mine* 

All with their mailer’s heart is thine ; 
Then begg’d the would his flame allow. 
She anfwer’d, fhe mull milk her cow* 

h 

Not fo repuls’d, the comely youth. 

With kifles, prayers, and vows of truth* 
So pleas’d the nymph,, flie fmil’d confent* 
And to the church they inftant went ; 

His flame fhe did not di fallow. 

But quite forgot to milk her cow. 



The Jubilee. 

Sung by Mr. Bannister, at the Theatre- Royal in 
Drvk.y-.Lane, in the entertaizunent of the 

Jubilee. 

Set by. C. Dibdin* 

T HIS is, fir, a jubilee, 

Crowding without company,. 

Riot without jollity, 

That’s a jubilee ; 

Critics thus will fay, fir. 

We hope that you will ftay, fir, ' 

To* fee our jubilee*. 
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On the road fuch erodes, fir* 

Curfed jolts, and tofles, fir* 

Polling without horfes, fir* 

This is, fir, a jubilee ; 

Critics thus will fay* fir* &c. 

p 

Odes, fir, without poetry*. 

Mufic, without melody, .. r 

Singing* without harmony*. ~ * 

This is, fir, a jubilee; . . ... 

Critics thus will fay* fir, &c.. - 

Holes to thru ft your head in, fir.*. 

Lodgings without bedding, fir* 

Beds as if they’d lead in, fir*. t/ 

This is, fir, a jubilee $ » 

Critics thus will fay* fir, &c. 

* 

Blankets* without flieeting, fir* 

Dinners, without eating, fir* 

Not without much cheating, fir*. 

This is* fir, a jubilee ; 

Critics thus will fay* fir, & c.. 



H 


A Soldier’s Song 


O W (lands the glafs around*. 
For fliame ye take no care, my boys ; 
How (lands the glafs around* 

Let mirth and wine abound*. 

The trumpets found, 
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The colours they are flying, boys. 

To fight, kill or wound. 

May we flill be found. 

Content with our hard fate, my boys 
On the cold ground. 

Why, foldiers, why, 

Shou’d we be melancholy, boys $ 

^ Why, foldiers, why, 

Whofe bus’nefs *tis to die ! 

What, fighing, fie 1 
Damn fear, drink on, be jolly, boys, 
’Tis he, you, or I ! 

Cold, hot, wet, or dry. 

We’re always bound to follow, boys. 
And fcorn to fly. 

’Tis but in vain, 

I mean not to upbraid ye, boys, 

’Tis but in vain. 

For foldiers to complain. 

Should next campaign 
Send us to him who made us, boys. 
We’re free from pain ! 

But if we remain, 

A 

A bottle and kind landlady* 

Cure all again. 
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In the Devil to Pay. 

Tune. Charles of Sweden. 

^ # 

jolly Bacchus, god of wine* , 
Crown this night with pleafure ; 

Let none at cares of life repine* 

4 

To deftroy our pleafure : 

Fill up the mighty, fparkling bowl* 

That ev’ry true and loyal foul 

May drink and fing, without controul* 

To fupport our pleafure. 

Thus, mighty Bacchus, fhalt thoti be* 
Guardian to our pleafure. 

That under thy protection, we 
May enjoy new pleafure : 

And as the hours glide away* 

We’ll in thy name invoke their ftay* 

And fing thy praifes, that we may 
Live and die with pleafure. 


Sung by Mrs. Pinto, in Artaxerxes 

J F o’er the cruel tyrant love 
A conqueft I believ’d. 

The HattVing error ceafe to prove* 

O ! let me be deceiv’d. 

* 

■ 

Forbear to. fan the gentle flame* 

Which love did firft create a. 
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What was my pride is now my fhame. 
And rauft be turn’d to hate. 


Then call not to my wav’ring mind 
The weaknefs of my heart. 

Which, ah ! I feel too much inclin’d- 
To take a traitor’s part. 


CXX XX:..- 


Sung by Mrs. Pinto, in Lore in a Villag 

Xn love fhould there meet a fond pair,. 

Untutor’d by fafhion or art, 

Whofe wifhes are warm and fincere, 

Whofe words are th’ excefs of the heart ; 


If aught of fubftantial delight 

On this fide the ftars can be found : 
’Tis fure when that couple unite* 

And Cupid by Hymen is crown’d. 




T j OVELY nymph, afluage my anguifh, 
At your feet a render Twain 
Prays you will not let him ianguifh ; 

One kind look would eafe his paini 


Did you know the lad who courts you, 
He not long need fue in vain ; 

Prince of fong, of dance and fports— you 
Scarce will meet the like again. 



SONGSTER. 

Sung by Sig. Pxretti, in Aktazzixis. 

IN infancy our hopes and fears 
Were to each other known ; 

And friendihip in our riper years 
Had twin’d our hearts in one: 

O I clear him then from this offence. 

Thy Jove, thy duty prove ; 

Reftore him wi* h that innocence 
Which firft inlpir’d my love* 


The B ii k so f Endermay. 

•i 

* 

Sung by Mrs. Jewell, in the Majd of Bate*. 

h ' 

lTh E fmiling morn, the breathing fpring, 
Invite the tuneful birds to fing. 

And while they warble from each ipray. 

Love melts the univerfal Jay : 

Let us, Amanda, timely wife. 

Like them, improve the hour that flies. 

And in foft raptures wafte the day. 

Among the birks of -Endermay* 

For foot the winter of the year. 

And age, life’s winter, will appear ; 

At this the living bJoom will fade, 

As that will ftrip the verdant fhade ; 
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Our tafte of pleafure then is o’er. 

The feather’d fongfters love no more, 
And when they droop, and we decay. 
Adieu the birks of Endermay. 


Soger Laddie. 

Sung by Mifs Harper, at Marybonk Gardens 

. Set by Theodors Smith. 

M Y foger laddie is over the fea, 

And he will bring gold and money to me ; 

And when he comes home he’ll make me a lady. 
My blcfiing gang with my foger laddie. 

My doughty laddie is hand fo me and brave. 

And can as a foger and lover behave ; 

True to his country, to Jove he is fteady, 

There’s few to compare with my foger laddie. 

% 

Shield him, ye angels, frae death in alarms. 
Return him with laurels to my langing arms ; 
Syne frae all my care he’ll prefently free me. 
When back to ray wilhes my foger ye gie me. 

O foon may his honours bloom fair on his brow. 
As quickly they mud, if he get his due ; 

For in noble actions his courage is ready, 

Which makes me delight in my foger laddie. 
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A TOUCH ON THE TIMES* 


Written by James Wordale, Efq, 



OME Ilften, and laugh at the times, 
Since folly was never fo ripe ; 

For ev’ry man laughs at thofe rhimes 

•H 

That give his own follies a wipe : 

We live in a kind of difguife j 
We flatter, we lye, ahd proteft. 

While each of us artfully tries 
On others to fallen the ieft** 

v * 


ThexVirgin, when firft £he is woo’d. 
Returns ev’ry figh with difdain : 

And while by heft: lover purfu’d, 

Can laugh at his folly and pain : 

But when irom her ianocehce won, 

And doom’d for her virtue to mourn, 
When llie finds herfelf loft and undone. 
He laughs (tho* unjuft) in his turn. 


The fools, who at law do contend. 

Can laugh at each other’s diftrefs, 

And while the dire fuit does depend, 

Ne’er think how their fubftance grows lefs 

B 
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Till hamper’d by tedious expence, 

Altho’ to compound they are loth. 

They’ll find, when re ft or* d to their fenfe. 
The lawyers fit laughing at both. 

But while we perceive it the fafhion 
For each fool to laugh at the other. 

Let us drive, with a gen’rous companion, 
To corrc£t, not contemn, one another* 

We ail have Tome follies to hide. 

Which, known, would difhonour the bed ; 
And life, when 'tis thoroughly try’d. 

Like friendfhip, will feetn but a jeft. 



Written by Mr. Shkn stone. 

HEN forc’d from dear Hebe to go. 
What anguiih I felt at ray heart 1 
And I thought — but it might not be fo— — 
She was forry to fee me depart. 

She cad fuch a languifhing view. 

My path I could fcarcely difcern ; 

And fo fweetly fhe bade nbe adieu, 

I thought fhe had bade me return* 

Me thinks (he might like to retire 

To the grove I had labour’d to rear $ 
For whatever I heard her admire, 

1 haded, and planted Lt there. 


i 
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Her voice fuch a pleafure conveys. 

So much I her accents adore, 

Let her ipeak, and whatever ike fays, 

I*m fure (till to lore her the more. 

And now, ere I hade to the plain. 

Come, fliepherds, and tel! of her ways ; 

1 could lay down my life for the fwain 
Who would fing me a fong in her praife. 

While he lings, may the maids of the town 
Come flocking, and liften the while ; 

Nor on him let Hebe once frown, 

Tho* I cannot allow her to fmile. 

■ 

To fee when my charmer goes by. 

Some hermit peeps out of his cell ; 

How he thinks of his youth with a figh f 
How fondly he wifhes her well l 

On him Ihe may fmile, if ihe pleafe. 

It will warm the cool bofom of age ■ ■■ 

Yet ceafe, gentle Hebe, O ceafe. 

Such foftnefs will ruin the fage. 

+ 

t 

I’ve dole from no flow’rets that grow. 

To deck the dear charms I approve p 

Tor what can a bloffom bedow. 

So fweet, fo delightful as love t 

B a 
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I fing in a ruftical way, 

A (hepherd, and one of the throng ; 
Yet Hebe approves of my Jay : 

Go, poets, and envy my fbng. 



the efforts of love and music. 

j[_ H E morning op’d fmiling, all nature was 

gay. 

And Flora had chequer’d the grove ; 

Tr.e thrufn and the linnet were heard on the fpray, 
.Attuning their voices to love. 

Young Damon, well pleas’d, in a woodbine retreat. 
To Phillis unbofom’d his mind ; 

But his paffion in vain did the fhepherd repeat, 

,\Vith coolnefs his fuit fbe declin’d. 

lii murmurs foft mufic now glides thro’ the air. 

To harmony wakens the vale ; 

The nymph caught the found, when ,her raptures 

^ * 

declare 

Full hopes of fucccfs to his tale* 

T nulling, thus Damon his wiihes exprefs’d— 
Thole notes breathing love’s gentle fire, 
speaking joy to Alexis with Sylvia blefs’d. 

And love all their virtues infpirc ; 
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O ceafe, then, my deareft, to treat with difdaia 
An heart fway’d by virtue and love, 

But hafte to yon fane at the top of the plain. 
And Hymen’s mild influence prove* 

Thus mufic and love were too much for the fair<f 
In vain fhe her wiflies would hide ; 

Her hluflies the date of her bofom declare. 

And Damon could not be 'deny ’d. 




THE CROSS - rua FO SS3* 

p 

Sung at Ranblagh. 

rp 

I O M loves Mary pafling well. 

And Mary (he loves Harry ; 

But Harry lighs for bonny Bell, 

And finds his love mifcarry ; 

For bonny Bell for Thomas burns,. 

Whilft Mary flights his paflioa : 

So ftrangely freakifh are the turns' 

Of human inclination* 


Moll gave Hal a wreath of fiow’rsj 
Which he, in am’rous. folly, 
Confign’d to Bell, and in few hours 
It came again to Molly : 
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• Thus all by turns are woo’d and woo? 
No turtles can be truer ; 

Each loves the objedfc they purfue, 

13 ut hates the kind purfuer. 

As much as Mary Thomas grieves. 
Proud Hal defpifes Mary ; 

A iid all the flouts which Bell receives 
From Tom, the vents on Harry, 

If one of all the lour has frown’d. 
You ne’er faw people gru miner ; 

If one has fmii’d, it catches round,. 
And all are in good- humour. 

Then, lovers, hence this lefTon learn, 

+ 

Throughout the Britilh nation; 
How much ’tis ev'ry one’s concern 
Tofmils at reformation. 

And ft ill, thro’ life, this rule purfue. 
Whatever objects firlkeyou. 

Be kind to them that fancy you. 

That thofe you love may like you* 









Sung at Fk.ee-Masons Hall* 

7^, S S I S T me, ye fair tuneful nine,. 

Euphrofyne grant me thy aid ; 

W nil ft the honours I fmg of the trine, 
Preftde o’er my numbers, blythc maid. - 
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Ceafe glamorous fadtion, oh ceafe ! 

Fly hence all ye cynical train; 

Difturb not, difturb not the Lodged fvreetpeace,. 
Where filence and fecrefy reign., 

* 

Religion untainted here dwells. 

Here the morals of Athens are taught ; 

Great Hiram’s tradition here tells 

How the world out of chaos was brought* 

With fervency, freedom, aud zeal, * 

Our mailer’s commands we obey 

No cowan, no cowan our fecrete can Real, 

No babler our myft’ries betray. 

Here wifdom her ftandard difplays ; , 

Here nobly the fciences fhine; 

Here the temple’s vaft column we raife. 

And finifli a work that's divine. 

Illum’d from the eafl with pure light. 

Here the arts do their bleffings beftow. 

And all perfedt, all perfedl unfold to the fight, 
What none but a mafon can know. 

t 

If on earth any praife can be found, 

Any virtue unnaen’d in thy fong. 

Any grace in the univerfe round. 

May thefe to a mafon belbhg t 
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May each brother his paffions fubdue, 

PradHfe charity, concord, and love. 

And be hail'd, and be hail’d by the thrice happy 

few ) 

# 

Who prefide in the grand Lodge above. 



*< < 



Sung in the Jubilee. 

i 

EHOLD this fair goblet, ’twas carv’d fron 
the tree; 

Which, oh ! my fweet Shake fpeare, was planted- by 

thee ; 

As a relic I kifs it, and bow at thy {hrioe ; 

What comes from thy hand muft be ever divine. 
All (hall yield to the mulberry-tree;. 


Bend to thee, 

Blefs’d mulberry 
Matchlefs was he. 

That planted thee. 

And thou, like him, immortal {halt be.. 


Ye trees of the forcft, fo rampant and high* 

Who fpread round your branches, whofe head* 

fweep the (ky ; 

Ye curious exotics whom tafte has brought here, ; 
To root out the. natives at prices fo dear : 

All {hall yield, fee. 
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+ 

The oak is held royal, is Britain’s great boaft* 
Preferred once our king, and will always our coaft : 
Of the fir wc mike (hips ; that thoufands that fight* 
But one, only one, like our Shakefpeare can write*. 
All fliall yield. &c. 

Let Venus delight in her gay myrtle bow’rs, 
Pomona in fruit-trees, and Flora in flow’rs ; 

The garden of Shakefpeare all fancies will fuit, 
With the fiveeteft of tiow’rs, and the faireft of 

fruit. 

All Giall yield, &c. 

% 

With learning and knowledge the well-IetterM 

hirch 

Supplies Jaw and phyfic, and grace for the church* 
But lav/ and the gofpel in Shakefpeare we find. 

He gives the bed phyfic for body and mind. 

All (hall yield, &c. 

r 

The fame of the patron gives fame to the tree ; 
From him and his merits this takes its degree ; 

Give Phoebus and Bacchus their laurel and vine* 
The tree of our Shakefpeare is ftill more divine* 

All (hall yield, &c. 

As the genius of Shakefpeare outfhines the bright 

d?,, . 

More rapture than wine to the heart can convey ; 
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So the tree which he planted, by making his own. 
Has the laurel and bays, and the vine, all in one. 
All lhall yield, &c. 

Then each take a relic of this hollow tree. 

From folly and fafhion a charm let it be ; 

Let’s fill to the planter the cup to the brim, 

To honour your country, do honour to him. 

All fhall yield, &c. 




THE BROOM OF COWDEN KNOWS. 

T nr 

JnlOW blithe was I each morn to fee 
My Twain come o’er the hill 1 

He leap’d the brook, and flew to roe t 
I met him with good will. 

I neither wanted ewe, nor lamb. 

While his flocks near me lay : 

He gather’d in roy fhcep at night. 

And chear’d me all the day* 

Oh ! the broom, the bonny bonny broom. 
Where loft was my repofe ; 

I wifh I was with my dear Twain, 

With bis pipe and my ewes. 


♦ 
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He tun’d his pipe and reed fo fweet. 
The birds ftood Lift’ning by : 

The fleecy flock flood dill and gaz’d. 
Charm’d with his melody : 

While thus we fpent our time, by turns 
Betwixt our flocks and play, 

I envy’d not the faireft dame, 

Tho’ e’er fo rich and gay* 

O the broom, &c* 


He did oblige me ev’ry hour. 

Could I but faithful be ? 

He ftole my heart $ cou’d I refufe, 
Whate’er he ask’d of me ? 

Hard fate ! that I mu ft banilh’d be. 
Gang heavily and mourn, 
Becaufe I lov’d the kindeft Twain 

That ever yet was born* 

O the broom, dec* 



BLITHE COLIN* 

Written by Mr. Hawkins 
Sung at Ran black* 

J^Y the fide of the fweet river Tay, 
Or elfe on the banks of the Tweed, 
Young Colin he whittles all day. 

Or merrily pipes on his reed* 
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His mind is a ftranger to care, 

For he. is blithe, bonny^ and free ; 

A.t harvcft, at wake, and at fair. 

No Twain is fo chearful as he. 

At evej when we dance on the green. 
How fprightly he joins in the throng 

So pleafing his air and his mien. 

So gaily he trips it along 1 
The laffes his manners adore, 

And drive his affections to gain * 
When abfent, for him they deplore. 

All figh for the fmiles of the fwain. 

* 

h 

But I am the girl to his mind, 

He chofe me above all the reft. 

And vows that to me he'll be kind, 

• With me he will ever be bleft. 

The maidens all envy my blifs. 

And tell me Pm Ample and vain ; 
Yet Pm not difpleafed at this, ^ ^ ^ 

Nor heed their contempt and dildain 
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THE EARLY HORN. 

Sung at Sadler’s Wells. 

w l T H early horn falute the morn 

That gilds this charming place 5 
With chearful cries bid echo rife. 

And join the jovial chace* 

The vocal hills around. 

The waving woods. 

The chryllal floods, 

All, all return th' enlivening found. 





A FAVOURITE SONG. 

S^HEPHERDS, I have loll my love. 
Have you leen my Anna ? 

Pride of cv’ry Ihady grove 
Upon the banks of Banna* 

I for her my home forfook. 

Near yon milly mountain ; 

Left my flock, my pipe, my crook. 

Greenwood (hade, and fountain* 


Never fhall I fee them more. 

Until her returning ! 

All the joys of life are o’er, 

From gladnefs chang'd to mourning. 
Whither is my charmer flown ? 

Shepherds, tell me whither ? 

1 

c 
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Ah ! woe for me* perhaps (he gone 
For ever, and for ever. 



A FAVOURITE SONG. 

M Y fhepherd is gone far away o'er the plain, 
While in forrow behind I am forc'd to remain ; 
Tho' blue, bells and vi'lets the hedges adorn, 

Tho' trees are in blnfTom, and fweet blows the 

thorn ; 

No pLnfure they give me, in vain they look gay. 
There's nothing can pleafe now my Jockey's away; 
Forlorn I fit finging, and this is my ftrain, 

Ha fie, hafte, to my arms, my dear Jockey, again. 

When lads and their lufles on the green met, 
They dance and they fmg,they laugh and they chat, 
Contented and happy, with hearts full of glee ; 

I can't without envy their merriment fee ; 

Thofe pleafures offend me, my fliepherd's not there, 
No pleafure I relifh that Jockey don't (hare ; ■ 

I\ makes me to figh, I from tears fcarce refrain. 

And wifh my dear Jockey return'd back again. 

/ 

Rut hope fhall fuflain me, nor will I defpair, 

He promis'd he wou’d in a fortnight be here ; 

On fond expedition my wifhes I'll feaft. 

For love my dear Jockey to Jenny will hade : 
Then farewell each care, adieu each vain figh ; . 

Who'll then be fo bleft, or fo happy as I ? 



27 


SONGSTER. 

I’ll ling on the meadows, and alter my (train. 
When Jockey returns to my arms back again. 


1*1 


SPRING. 

Written by Shakespeak, 

w HEN dazies py’d, and violets bine, 

.And cuckow-buds of yellow hue. 

And lady’s fmocks alt filver white. 

Do paint the meadows with delight ; 

The cuckow then, on every tree. 

Mocks married men, for thus lings he ; 
Cuckow, cuckow ; O ! word of fear, 
Unpleafing to a married ear. 

When Ihepherds pipe on oaten draws. 

And merry larks are plowmen’s clocks. 
When turtles tread, and rooks and daws. 

And maidens bleach their fummer fmocks ; 
The cuckow then, on every tree, 

Mocks married men, for thus fings he $ 
Cuckow, cuckow, O ! word of fear, 
Unpleafing to a married ear. 





Written by the Earl of C hkstufield^ 

HEN Fanny blooming fair 
Firft caught my rav idl’d fight, 

C a 


I 
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Pleas’d with her (hape and air, ^ 

I felt a ftraoge delight : 

Whilft eagerly I gaz’d. 

Admiring ev’ry part. 

And ev’ry feature prais’d. 

She dole into my heart. 

In her bewitching eyes 

Ten thoufand loves appear ; 

There Cupid balking lies, 

His fhafts are hoarded there. 

Her blooming cheeks are dy’d 
With colour all their own, 

Excelling far the pride 
Of rofes newly blown. 

Her well-turn’d limbs confefs 
The luerky hand of Jove ; 

Her features all exprefs 

The beauteous queen of love : 
What flames my nerves invade, 
When I behold the bread 
Of that too-charming maid 

Rife, fuing to be pr eft? 

Venus round Fanny’s waid, 

Has her own Cedus bound, 
Three guardian Cupids grace. 

And dance the circle round. 

]-Io\v happy mud he be 

Who fhall her zone unloofe ! 
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That blifs to all t but me, 

May Heaven and (he refufe ! 


fiatiei’d felicity. 

Written by Mr* L b m o i m s* 

T WO milk white doves upon a bough 
Sat courting t’other day ; 

Enraptur’d with each other’s" vow. 

Time fwcetly ftole away. 

Foft’ring zephyrs gently blew. 

To fan their foft defires $ 

While Phoebus bright upon them threw 
The warmth of heav’nly fires. 

With kifies fweet the male oareft 
The pride of nature’s art ; 

While ihe,*all fondnefs heav’d the bread 
That clos’d a truth* fraught heart. 

k 

No mundane cares within them dwelt. 

To gall the fleeting hour : 

Both own’d the happinefs they felt 
Arofe from Cupid’s pow’r* 
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THE GOOD»F II LO W. 

■■ 

Sang atVAuiHALL. 

D I S T A N T hie thee, carping care* 

From the fpot where I do dwell ; 

Rigid mortals, come not there. 

Frowns, begone to hermit’s cell ; 

But let me live the life of fouls. 

With laughter, lore, and flowing bowls. 

+ 

Mifer, with thy paltry pelf 
I give ’gain it the.e ray hate it’s fcope ; 

Wretch that liv’d but for thyfelf. 
With heart of ruft that cannot ope : 
Fly, bird of night, from fun and fouls 
That love and laugh o’er flowing bowls. 

Who can let the penfive go, 

Or the eye that drops a tear. 

And not weed their minds of woe/ 
May not, dare not peep in here : 

Who cau’t be friends, can ne’er be fouls* 
Nor e’er fhall quaff our flowing bowls. 

Joys on joys, O let me tafte, 

Health .ind mirth dwell in my gate, 
Whiu with eafe my fand doth wade, 
Whilft I blefs the book of fate : 

Thcr let me live the life of fouls, 

With laughter, love, and flowing bowls. 



S O N G S T E R*. 


NANCY OF THE VALE. 


•Recitative. 


1 1 H E Wetiern flcy was purpled o'er. 
With every pleating ray. 

And flocks reviving felt no more 
Tiic fultry heats of day ; 

When from a hazel’s artlefs bow’r. 

Soft wai bled Strephon’s tongue ; 

He bleft the day, he bleti the hour. 

While Nancy’s charms he fung. 

Air. 

Let fops w ; th fickle falfchoods range 

The paths of wanton love, 

While weeping maids lament the change^ 
And fadden ev’ry grove ; 

But endlcfs bieflings crown the day 
I faw fair Efham's dale. 

And ev'ry bie fling find its way 
To Nancy of the Vale. 

Far in the winding vale retir'd. 

This peerlciii bud I found, 

And fhad'wing rocks and woods confpir’d 

To fence her beauties round : 

That nature in fo lone a cell ‘ 

Should form a nymph fo fweet, 

Or fortune to her fecret cell, 

Conduit roy wand'ring feet ! 
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Cay lordlings fought her for their brides 
But flic would ne’er incline ; 

Prove to your equals true, {he cry’d. 

As I will prove to mine; 

*Tis Strephou on the mountain’s brow 
Has won my right good will ; 

To him I gave my plighted row, 

With him I’ll climb the hill. 

Struck with her charms and gentle truth* 
I clafp’d the conftant fair ; 

To her alone I gave my youth. 

And vow’d my future care. 

And when this vow {hall faith lefs prove*- 
Or I thofe charms forego ; 

The dream that faw our tender love. 
That ft ream fhall ceafe to flow. 



THE BRAES OF TARR.OW 

Sung at Vauxhill. 

rp 

J. HE fun juft glancing thro’ the trees 
Gave light and joy to ilka grove. 

And pleafure in each fouthern breeze. 
Awaken’d hope and ffumb’ring love* 
When Jenny fung with hearty glee 
To charm her winfome marrow. 

My bonny laddie gang with me, 

We’ll o’er the braes of Yarrow. 



t 
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Young Sandy was the blitlieft Twain, 
That ever pip’d on broom y brae : 
No lafs could ken him free fra pain. 
So graceful, kind, fo fair and gay. 
And Jenny fung, 5cc. 


He kifs’d and lov’d the bonny maid, 

Her fparkling een had won his heart $ 
No lafs the youth had e’er betray’d, 

No fears had (he, the iad no art. 

And fliJl flie fung, lice* 









XXX 



SWEET CAROLS OF LOVE. 

Sung at Vauxhall. 

OW fummer approaches dull winter recedes,. 
Primrofesand vi’iets adorn ev’ryhill. 

The lads and the laffes trip o’er the green meads. 
Or fit by meander’s flow*murmuring rill. 

While the upland, the lowland, the woodland, the 
grove, 

And valley, re-echo — fweet carols of love. 

While Colin with Phillis repair to the bow’r. 

To exchange a fond kifs or plight a fond vow, 
Gay Florimel gathers each odorous flow’r, 

To deck with a chaplet her fwain’s youthful, 
brow- 


i- 
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Fair Daphne at morn bids adieu to her cot. 

And fecks the cool grot or fecluded alcove; 
Her Damon the greets at the critical fpoc ; 

His heart leaps for joy at the fight of his love* 

When Phoebus for fakes this low region of clay. 
And finks in foft rapture on Thetis 9 fair breaft. 
For the wearifome labour of rigorous day 
Balmy fleep has an adequate portion of reft. 


A FAVOURITE SONG. 

Sung atVAUiHALi. 

jL E beaux and ye belles pray attend to my fong, 
’Tis new, I allure you, and will not be long. 

From the camp Pm arriv'd, that feene of delight, 
Where they romp, ling, and dance, all the day and 

the night. 

To the camp then all repair, 

Gallant fwains, and blooming fair ; 

Gaily laughing, let us tramp 
To the merry, merry camp. 

Well, who could have thought that war was fi> 

charming ! 

Nothing there's in it that can be alarming ; 

Nor Margate, nor Bath, nor the fam’d Tunbridge 

Wells, 

Like the camp all our forrow fo fweetly difpels. . 
To the camp, 4cc. 


SONGSTER, 35 

With parfons, fquires, clowns, there is fuch intru- 
sion, 1 

The camp is a type, fare, of Babel’s confufinn ; 
There hautboys and trumpets, bri(k fifes and baf- 

foons, 

Both charm you and ftun you with fifty old tunes. 
To the camp, &c. 


E’en Cupid, gay Cupid, to Coxheath is come. 

For love he’s recruiting with fife and with drum I 
A thoufand fweet damfels he has in his train, 

A heart he now offers each martial young Twain. 
To the camp then all repair. 

Gallant fwains, and blooming fair ; 

Gaily laughing, let us tramp 
To the merry, merry camp, - 




Sung in Twelfth-night* 

H O W imperfect is expreffion, 

Some emotions to impart ! 

When we mean a foft confeffion. 

And yet feek to hide the heart ! 

When our bofoms, all complying, 

With delicious tumults fwell. 

And beat what broken *fault’ring, dying 
Language would, but cannot tell. 

Deep confufion’s rofy terror. 

Quite expreffive paints my cheek. 
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Aik no more — behold your error ; 

Bluihes eloquently {peak* 

What tho’ filent is my anguilh, 

Or breath’d only to the air ; 

Mark my eyes, and as they languiGi, 
Read what yours have written there* 


O, that you could once conceive me 1 
Once my heart’s ftrong feelings view l 

love has nought more fond, believe hae ; 
Friendihip nothing half fo true. 

From you I atn wild defpairing. 

With you fpeechlefs as I touch; . 

This is all that bears declaring. 

And perhaps declares too much. 



Sung in C o m u s. 

BY the gaily circling glafs 
We can fee how minutes pafs ; 

By the hollow ca(k are told 
How the wanning night grows old. 


Soon, too foon, the bufy day 
D rives us from our fport and play : 
What have we with day to do ? 

Sons of care, ’ewas made for you. 
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Sung at V A (J I HALL. 

Il Y the fide of a ftream, at the foot of a hill, 

1 | 

I met with young Phebe who lives at the mill. 

My heart leapt with joy at fo pleafing a fight, 

For Phebe, I vow, is my only delight. 

* 

I told her my love* and fat down by her fide. 

And fwore the next morning I’d make her my 

bride. 

In anger (he faid, Get you out of my fight. 

And go to your Phillis ; you met her laft night. 

* 

* 

V * 

Surpriz’d, I reply’d, Pray, explain what you mean, 
I never, I vow, with young Phillis was feen. 

Nor can I conceive what my Phebe is at. 

Oh ! can’t you, fhe cry’d, well I love you for that. 

Say, did you not meet her laft night on this fpot ? 

0 Colin, O Colin, you can’t have forgot ; 

1 heard the whole fiory this morning from Mat, 
You Hill may deny it, I love you for that* 

* 

Tis falfe, I reply’d, deareft Phebe believe, 

For Mat is a rover, and means to deceive; 

You very well know he has ruin’d young Pat, 

And furely my charmer mull hate him for that. 

D 
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Come, corqe then, Ihe cry’d, if you mean to be 

kind. 

I’ll own ’twas to know the true ftate of your mind; 
Tranfported I kifs’d her, fhe gave me a pat, 

I made her my wife, and lhe loves me for that. 


THE CHARMS Of THE BOTTLE. 

Y E mortals whom trouble and forrow attend, 

Whofe life is a feries of pain without end. 

For ever depriv’d of hope’s aU»chearing ray. 
Ne’er lenow what it is to be happy a day. 

Obey the glad fummons, the bell-bar invites. 
Drink deep, and I warrant it fets you to rights. 

i 

When poverty enters, an unwelcome gueft, 

Fy hard-hearted duns too continually preft. 
When brats begin crying and fqualling for bread, 
And wife’s never filent till fall in her bed, 

Obey the glad fuinmons, &c. 

i 

Did Neptune’s fait element run with frefh wine, 
Tho* all Europe’s powers together combine. 

Our brave BmifH failors need ne’er care a jot, 
rounded by plenty of iuch rare grape fliot. 
Obey the glad fummons, &c. 
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Was each dull, pedantical, tert-fpinning vicar 
To leave off dry preaching, and ftick to his liquor,* 
O how would he wilh for that power divine, 

To change, when he would, -Ample water to winel 
Obey the glad furomons. See. 


If wine, then, can miracles work, fuel* as there.* 
.And give to the troubled mind comfort anti 
X)efpair not that* hlefiing in By echos yuu*H hrd. 
Who fliowers his gifts for the goed of mankind. 
Obey the glad fummons, the bar bell invites $ 
Drink deep, and I warrant it lets you to rights. 




ACHILLES AND PAT&0CLU8. 

A CANTATA* 

Recitative. 

HEN ftern Achilles left the Grecian band, 

4 

And orders gave to feek his native land ; 

Juft as the naval fleet prepar’d to go, 

Patroclus drove Achilles’s grief to know. 

Whence comes that figh— —why heaves thy manly 

breaft. 

What fiend invidious robs my friend of reft ? 

D z 
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Divine Achilles, let Patroclus know, 

For friends fhould always fhare in private woe ? 
Enough, Achilles faid — mod noble youth, 

From thee, alas 1 who can conceal the truth? 

i 

A I R. 

Know then, my friend, ungrateful Greece 
This day demands my Brifeis fair ; 

And I, alas 1 no more (hall ceafe 

To be immers’d in endlefs care. 

But mark, ye gods, Ihould Heeler carnage fpread, 
Unmov’d Achilles will fmile o’er the dead* 

j 

Recitative. 

Patroclus heard, while tears half drown’d his eyes; 
And could you fee your country bleed ? he cries; 
Could you, relentlefs to the prayers of all. 

See Heftor triumph in the Grecian’s fall! 

Behold ! they fly — to parly is difgrace ; 

Lend me your armour, I’ll the danger face : 
Ue<5tor himftlf will be alarm’d with fears, 

When in the front thy blazing creft appears, 
Achilles like. I’ll fee my country freed. 

Or bravely in the glorious combat bleed, 

A I R. 

Omnipotent Jove, 

And yc pow’rs above, 
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Fro 03 dangers great Achilles fhield* 
While I undifmay’d. 

In his armour array’d* 

Seek peril an I death in the field. 

Adieu then, my friend. 

I’ll drive to defend 
Thofe princes Achilles did fhield : 

Oh ! may I, like you. 

Great Hedtor fubdue. 

Or breath! efs be fire Cell’d on the field. 

* 

Rcc ITATIVE. 

Alternate -griefs Achilles’ boforn rend,. 

He fcarce can fay, Farewell, adieu, my friend 
Fatroclus clad in godlike armour bright, 

Each Trojan trembles at the boding fight. 

The fight began ; but oh! the fates decreed ' 
Fatroclus for ungrateful Greece fiiould bleed ; 

He fell yet ere an herald could difclofe 

What caufe Achilles had for inward woes. 

The godlike warrior the fad tidings guefs’d* , 
And thus the auguifb of his foul exprefs’d. 

Air. 

My friend, I conceive by the afpe&you wear, 
Your mefiage my peace may deftroy ; 

But Achilles is proof agaihft forrow and care, 
And never again will know joy. 

D 3 
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If Patroclus is dead, oh ! ye powers divine. 
The hand that depriv’d him of breath, 

Let it feel, in return, the vengeance of mine. 
And death be aton’d for in death* 


Once more in the field, cruel He&or (hall find 

Achilles his valour will try ; 

* * 

Achilles will prove him, no fkulking behind 

Shall enable the traitor to fiy* 

Then grant, potent Jove, fince Patroclus is flain,. 

This arm may the wretch’s blood fpill ; 

When revenge is compleat, on yon hoflile plain, 

■- 

Do with me, great Jove, what you will. 


H>>iXKXX>^CK,XSOO<X><! 




THE BUSH A B O 0 N T R A AIR. 


IT 

X A EAR me, ye nymphs, and ev’ry Twain,. 

I’ll tell how Peggy grieves me, 

Tho’ thus I languifli, thus complain, 

Alas 1 file ne’er believes me. 

My vows and fighs, like filent air, 

Unheeded, never move her; 

At the bonny bufii aboon Traquair* 

’Twas there I firft did love her. 

That day flie fmi I’d, and made me glad, 

No maid feem’d ever kinder ; 
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I thought myfflf the luckieft lad. 

So fweetly there to find her. 

1 try’d to footh my amVous Same, 

In words that I thought tender ; 

If more there pafs’d, Pm not to blame*. 
I meant not to offend her. 

Yet now fhe fcornful Sees the plain. 

The fields we then frequented ; 

If e’er we meet fhe {hews difdain. 

She looks as ne’er acquainted. 

The bonny bu(h bloom’d fair in May,. 
It’s fweets I’ll ay remember ; 

But now her frowns make it decay. 

It fades as in December. 

t 

Ye rural powers, who hear. my drains,. 

Why thus fliould Peggy grieve me ? 
Oh! make her partner in my pains. 

Then let her fmiles relieve me. 

If not, my love will turn defpair, * 

My pafiion no more tender, 

I’ll leave the bufh aboon Traquair,, 

To lonely wilds I’ll wander* 
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SONNY CHRISTY* 

H O W Tweedy frnells the iiiamer green 

Sweet tafle the peach and cherry ; 

Painting and order pleafe our een. 

And claret makes us merry : 

But fineft colours, fruits and flowers. 

And wine, tho’ I be thirfty, 

JLofs a’ their charms and weaker powers* 
Compar’d with thofe of Chrifty* 


When wand’ritig o'er the flow’ry park,. 

No nat’ral beauty wanting, 

How lightfome is*t to hear the lark 


And birds in concert chanting ; 
But if my Chrifty tunes her voice, 
I’m rapt in admiration : 

My thoughts with extafies rejoice. 
And drap the hale creation. 


Whene’er fhe fmiles a kindly glance, , 

I take the happy omen, 

And aften mint to make advance, 
Hoping (he’ll prove a woman;. 

But dubious of my ain defert. 

My fentiments I fmother ; 

With fecret figbs I vex my heart. 

For fear (he love another* 
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Thus fang blate Edle by a burn, 
Hi%Chrifty did o’er-hear him ; 

She doughtna Jec her lover mourn. 
But e'er he wift drew near him* 

Sbe fpake her favour with a look 
Which left nae room to doubt her; 
He wifely this white minute took, 
And dang his arms about her. 

My Chridy ! — witnefs, bonny dream. 
Sic joys frae rears arifing, 

I with this may na be a dream ; 

O love the maid furprifing ! 

Time was too precious now for tauk ; 

This point of a* his wiflies 
He wadna with fet fpeeches bauk. 

But war’d it a* on kifles. 



THE MAH TO HER MINS. 

i 


Leave party difputes, your attention I pray* 

All you who to mirth are inclin’d, 

j 

And of thofe I did ike when you hear what I fay. 
You may guefs at the man to my mind. 


Ye felf. loving coxcombs, whofe fondnefs is feen 
From the form your falfe mirrors difplay, 
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When you talk of a palHon, as nothing you mean. 
So ail goes for nothing you fay. 

No pretention I boa ft to the auk ward young heir, 
Tho’ born to a wealthy eftare, 

Who paying no court to the charms of the fair. 
Buys a wife, like a calf, by her weight. 

The old batter’d rake fure no woman can love. 
Who has Ions’ reckon’d marriage a curfe ; 

Tho’ his great con defcenfi on he’s ready to prove. 
By taking his wife for a nurfe. 

A fool fora hulband feme females have chofe. 
And repentance oft rues what is paft, 

Tho’ he turns for a l'eafon which way the wind 

blows. 

The weathercock’s rufly at la£U 

But the man that has fenfe, with a heart that’s 

fm cere, 

Where paflion and reafon agree, 

Whofe fortune’s fufficient to combat with care,, 

«- 

—Can’t you guefs at the lover for roe l 



S O N G S TER. 



A BRIN KINO SONG. 

OMEf mr never- frowning glals. 
Always welcome to my Up ; 

Here 1 ® to Delia, lovely lafs. 

Oh, how grateful is the fip. 

This is pleafure to the fou). 

This will banifh care away ; 

Me who hates the fmiling bow/, 

What's he fit for, topers fay ? 


Sung in the W adding Ring. 

r r 

J, HE travelers, that through defarts ride 
By conduct of feme friendly Bar ; 

When clouds oblcure their tmftv guide, 

Out of their courfe mu it w andtr iar ; 

So / with penfive care and pain. 

In abfence Bill mii:i irray ; 

Til! you, my liar, Ih i*K* ouc again. 

And light me on my way. 



4 * 
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Sung in the Qji a k e r* 

HILE the lads of the village fliall merri. 

rily, ah i 

Sound the tabord, I’ll hand thee alone? ; 

, -And I fay unto thee, that verily, ah ! 

Thou and I will be firft in the throng. 

While the lads, fit c. 

\ * 

Juft then, when the Twain who laft year won the 

dow’r. 

With his mates fhail the fports have begun. 
When the gay voice cf gladnefs refotfnds from each 

bowV, 

And thou long’ft in thy heart to make one* 
While the lads, &c. 

Thefe joys which are harmlefs, what mortal can 

blame ? 

’Tis a maxim, that youth (hould be free ; 

And to prove that my words and my deeds are the 

fame. 

Believe me, thou’It prefently fee. 

While the lads, See* 
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A liTOVtlTI 3 O K C. 

r j(^ H E hounds are all out, and the morning does 

peep; 

Why, how now, you fluggardly fot ! 

How can you, how can you lie fnoring afleep, 
While we all on horfeback are got, 

My brave boys ! 

I cannot get up, for the overnight’s cup ' 

So terribly lies in my head ; 

Btfides, my wife cries, My dear do not rife, 

But cuddle me longer in bed. 

My dear boy* 

Come, on with your boots, and faddlc your mare. 
Nor tire us with longer delay ; 

The cry of the hounds, and the fight of the hare, 
Will chace all dull vapours away. 

My brave boys. 



Sung in the maid or the mill. 


w 


HEN you meet a tender creature, 
Neat in limb, and fair in feature, 

Full of kindnefs and good-nature, 

* Prove as kind again to (he. 
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Happy mortal i to poflefs her,* 

In your bofom warm and prefs her, 
Morning, noon, and night, carefs her. 
And be fond as fond can be* 

Eut if one you meet that’s froward, 
Saucy, jilting, and untoward. 

Should you adl the whining coward, 
’Tis to mend her ne’er the whit. 

h 

Nothing’s tough enough to bind her ; 
Then agog when once you find her, 
X*et her go, and never mind her ; 
Heart alive, you’re fairly quit. 


** 




***** 
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FRIENDSHIP AND WINE 

Sung at Vau x h a l l. 

l E T the grave, and the gay. 
Enjoy life how they may. 

My pleafures their pleafures furpafs ; 

Go the world well or ill, 

’Tis the fame with me ftill, 

If I have but my friend and my glafs. 

The lover may figh. 

The courtier may lye, 

And Crcefus his treafure amafs ; 

All the joys are but vain, 

That are blended with pain; 

So I’ll Hand Ly my frier.d and my glafs. 
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i * 

Ne w life wine infpires, 

And creates new defires. 

And oft vi ins the lover his lafs. 

Or his courage prepares 
To difdain the nymph's airs ; 

So I'll itand by my friend and my glafr. 

* 

The earth fucks the rain. 

The fun draws the main, 

With the earth we are all in a clafs ; 

Then enliven the clay, 

Let us live while we may. 

And I'll ftand by my friend and my glafis. 


'Tis friendfliip and wine. 

Only, life can refine : 

We care not whate’er comes to pals 
With courtiers, or great men, 

T here's none of us llatefinen : 

Come, here's to our friend and our glafs* 



Sung in Love in a Village 

(jTENTLE youth, ah ! tell me why, 

Still you force me thus to fly. 

Ceafe, eh 1 ceafe to perfeveie ; 

Speak not what I mult not hear ; 

To my heart its eale rcilore ; 

Go, and never lee me more* 

E 2 
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Sung in Aitubrxii. 

jL-J E T not rage, thy bofom firing, 

Pity's fofter claim remove: 

Spare a heart that's juft expiring, 

Forc’d by duty, rack’d by love* 

Each ungentle thought fufpending. 

Judge of mine by thy foft bread ; 

Nor with rancour never ending. 

Heap frtlh for rows on th’ oppreft* 

Heav’n that ev’rvjoy has crof&M, 

Ne'er my wretch eo. date can tneod ; 

1, il^.s 1 at once have loft 

Father, brother, lover, friend! 

BLACK EY’D SUSA St. 

Written by Mr. Gay. 

A L L In the downs the fleet were moor’d, 

The ftreamers waving in the wind, 

When black-ey’d Sufan came on board. 

Oh ! where (hall T my trhe love find ? 

Tell me, yc jovial Tailors, tell me true. 

Does my fwcet William fail among the crew ? 
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Songster. 

William, who high upon the yard. 

Rock’d with the billows to and fro ; 

Soon as her well-known voice he heard. 

He figh’d, and call his eyes below- 1 
The cord Aides fwiftly thro’ his glowing hands. 
And (quick as lightning) on the deck he Hands* 

So the fweet lark, high poiz’d in air* 

Shuts clofe his pinions to his breaft 
(if. chance, his mate’s Ihrill note he hear) 

And drops at once into her neft. 

The nobleft captain in the Britilh fleet. 

Might envy William’s lips thofe kiffes fweet* 

0, Sufan, Sufan, lovely dear ! 

My vows (hall ever true remain ; 

Let me kifs off that falling tear : 

We only part to meet again. 

Change, as ye lid, ye winds ; my heart fliall be. 
The faithful compafs that flill points to thee* 

Believe not what the landmen fay, 

Who tempt with doubts thy conflant mind ; 
They’ll tell thee, failors, when away. 

In ev’ry port a miftrels find— 

Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee fo. 

For thou art prefent, wherefoe’er I go. 

E 3 
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It to far India’s coaft ve fail, 

Thy eyes are Teen in diamonds bright : 

Thy breath Is A file’s ipicy gale ; 

Tliy fkin is ivory ib white : 

Thus ev’ry beauteous object, that I view* 

Wakes in my foul forne charms of lovely Sue.. 

Tho’ battle call me from thy arms* 

Let not my pretty Sufan mourn; 

Tho’ cannons roar, yet fafe from harm 
William (hall to his dear return: 

L eve turns afide the balls that round me fly * 

Left precious tears lhould drop from Su fan’s eye. 

The boatfwain e;ave the dreadful word* 

The fails their fwclling bofom fpread ; 

No longer inuft fhc ftay aboard : 

They kifs’d ; (lie figh’d ; he hung his head. 

Her lefs’ning boat unw illing rows to land : 

Ad lev. ! fhe cries ; and wav’d her lily-hand*. 


4 
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THE BRAES OF DALLAOIKE. 

Beneath a green (hade, a lovely young Twain* 

One evening reclin'd to difcover his pain ; 

So fad, yet fo fweetly he warbled his woe. 

The winds ceas'd to breathe, and the fountains to 

flow. 

Rude winds with companion could hear him com* 

plain. 

Yet Cioe, lefs gentle, was deaf to his drain* 

* * 
w 

How happy, he cry’d, my moments once flew. 

Ere Chloe's bright charms firft fla fil’d in njy view ! 
Thofe eyes then with pleuiure the dawn could fur- 

vey. 

Nor fmil’d the fair morning more chearful than 

they ; 

Now fcenes of diftrefs pleafe only my fight— 

Pm tortur'd in pleafure, and languifh in light. 

Through changes, in vain, relief I purfue. 

All, all but confpire my griefs to renew ; 

From funfhine to zephyrs and fhades we repair. 

To funfhine we fly from too piercing an air. 

But love's ardent fever burns always the fame ; 

No winter can cool it, no fumnier inflame. 

But, fee the pale moon all clouded retire 5 
The breezes grow cool, not Strcphon's defire 5 



f 


s<* 


SONGSTER. 


1 fly from the dangers of temped and wind* 

Yet nourilh the raadnefs that preys on the mind: 
Ah ! wretch, how can life be worthy thy care ? 

To lengthen it’s moments but lengthens defpair. 


*** 






L 


TH» TEMPEST O V W A EU 

Sung at Vauxhai^l* 


E T the temped of war 
Be heard from afar, 

With trumpets and cannons alarms 
Let the brave, if they will. 

By their Irakxur or {kill. 

Seek honour and conqued in arms* 

* 

To live fafe and retire. 

Is what I define. 

Of my flocks and my Chloe poffeft ; 
For in them I obtain 
True peace without pain. 

And the lading enjoyment of reft* 


In fome cottage or cell. 

Like a fhepherd to dwell. 

From all interruption at eafe ; 

In a peaceable life. 

To be bled with a wife. 

Who will ttudy her hulbund to pleafe. 
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Sung in the Bioga&'s Of era, 
HEM ray hero In court appears. 

And (lands arraign'd for his life ; 

Then think of poor Folly's tenrs ; 

For ah, poor Folly's his wife* 

Like the fa i lor lie holds up his hand, 

Diftre/l on the dafhing wave. 

T©dic a dry death at land, 

Is as bad as a watry grave. 

And alas, poor Folly! 

A-lack, and a-well-a day! 

Before I was in love. 

Oh ! every month was May. 


Sung in Thomas and Sally. 



* 

H E N I was a young one,what girl was like 


.me ; 

So wanton, fo airv. and brifk as a bee ! 

w ^ w 

I tattled, I rambled, I laugh'd, and where'er 
A fiddle was heard — to be fure I was there. 


To all who came near I had fomething to fay ; 
'Twas, this, Sir— and that. Sir— but fcarce ever 

Nay ; 

And, Sundays, dreft'd out in my filks, and ray lace^, 
Twarrant I flood by the bed in the place. 
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At twenty I got tjie a hufband, poor man ! 

Wei), reft him — we all are as good as we can ; 
Yet he was fo peevifh, he’d quarrel for Aram, 
And jealous — tho’*tru!yI gave himfome caufe. 

p 

* 

He fnubb’d me, and liufPd me ; but let me alone } 
Egad, Pve a tongue, and I paid him his own ! 

Ye wives, take the hint, and when fpoufe is un- 
toward, 

Stand Arm to your charter, and have the la A word. 

But now Pm quite alter’d, the more to my woe ; 
I'm not what I was forty fummers ago : 

This time’s a fore foe ; there’s no Ihuaning his 

dart ; 

However, 1 keep up a pretty good heart. 

Grown old, yet I hate to be Atting mum chance ; 

I ftill love a tune, though unable to dance ; 

* And books of devotion laid by on my fhelf, 

I teach that to others I once did myfclf. 




X 
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Sung in the Beggar’s O r e r a. 

H O W happy lhould I be with cither. 

Were t'other dear charmer away ; 

But while they thus teaze me together. 

To neither a word will 1 fay ; 

But tol de rol, etc. 
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A HUNTING SONG. 

Sung in the Min of thb Oaks. 
Come rouze from your trances. 

The fly morn advances. 

To catch fluggilh mortals in bed $ 

Let the horn’s jocund note 
In the wind fweetly float. 

While the fox from the brake lifts his head ; 

9 

Now peeping. 

The fox from the brake lifts his head. 

Each away to his deed. 

Your goddefs fhall lead. 

Come follow, my worfhippers, follow ; 

For the chace all prepare. 

See the hounds fnuff the air. 

Hark, hark, to the huntfman’s fweet hollow ! 

Hark Jowler, hark Rover, 

See reynard breaks cover. 

The hunters fly over the ground ; 

Now they dart down the lane, 

Now they fkirn o’er the plain, 

And the hills, woods, and vallies refound. 

With dafliing 
And fplafliing, 

The hills, woods, and vallies refound. 



1 
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Then away with full fpeed. 

Your goddefs {hall lead. 

Come follow, my worthippers, follow ; 

O’er hedge, ditch, and gate. 

If you ftop you’re too late ; 

Hark, hark, to the huntfman’s fweet hollow* 

Then away with full fpeed, 6c c. 



Sung in Lote in a V i l l a e t. 

TT 

Jj. 1 OPE! thou nurfe of young defire. 
Fairy proraifer of joy ; 

Painted vapour, glow-worm fire, 

Temp’ rate fweet, that ne’er can cloy ! 


Hope ! thou earned of delight, 
Softeft foother of the mind ; 
Balmy cordial, profpedl bright, 
Sureft friend the wretched find ! 


Kind deceiver, flatter Rill ; 

Heal out pleafure unpoflefs’d : 
With thy dreams my fancy fill, 
And in withes make me bled. 
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SOMETHING NEW. 

* 

Sung at Vauxhall. 

Jn all mankind’s promiftuous race. 
The £bns of error urge their chace. 
The wondrous to purfue ; 

And) both in country and in. town* 
The curious courtier, cit and clown. 
Solicit fome thing new* 

4 

The poets Hill from nature take. 

And what is ready made they make % 
Hi (tori an s muft be true : 

How therefore fhall we find a road. 
Thro* di/Ter cation, fong, or ode. 

To give you fomething new ? 

They fay virginity is fcarce 
As any thing in profe or verfe. 

And fo is honour too $ 

The papers of the day imply, 

No more than that we live and die, 
And pay for fomething new. 


We fee alike the woeful dearth 
In melancholy, or in mirth ; 
What, then, fhall ladies do ? 

F 



62 SONGSTER- 

Seek virtue as the immortal prize $ 

In fine, be honeft, and be wife. 

For that is fomething new. 

* 


THE LAD Y*3 CHOICE OF A H V S B A H B. 

Written by Mr. T. Adney. 

I’D have a man of fenfe.and air. 

The pride of ev’ry witty fair ; 

Genteel in make, in ftature taW, 

Polite to me, and good to all. 

No powder’d, filly, flatt’ring beau. 

Who of good fenfe doth nothing know : 

A man of fcience, fond of books, 

Whofe temper’s equal 4 lO his looks. 

No jealous fears I’d have annoy 
The pleafing profpefl: of our joy ; 

That life a fcene of love may be 
To the dear youth, the world and me. 

I’d have this mild and gentle youth 
Infpir’d with wifdom, grace, and truth ; 

And as for wealth. I’ll not repine, 

If he has none, I’ll give him mine. 
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ye gen’rous gods 1 I afk no more ; 

If focb a man you've got in ftore, 

And I’m deferving, ipeafe yonr mindp 
1*11 be to him for ever join’d*. 



A MAN TO MY MIND. 

p 

Written by Mr* Cunningham* 

Since wedlock’s in vogue, and ftale virgins 

defpis’d. 

To all batchelors greeting, thefe lines are premis’d ; 
I'm a maid that would marry— ah! could I but 

find * 

(I care not for fortune) a man to my mind ! 

h 

Not the fair weather fop, fond of fafiiion and drefs; 
Not the ’fquire, who can relifh no joys but the 

chace ; 

Nor the free-thinking rake, whom no morals can 

bind : 

Neither this— -that— -nor toother’s the man to my 1 

mind* 

Not the ruby-fac’d fot, who toper ^rorld without 

end ; 

Nor the drone, who can’t relifb his bottle and' 

friend ; 

1 w 
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Nor the fool, that’s too fond % nov the churl that’s 

unkind : 

Neither this — that— nor t’otber’s the man to mj 

mind. 

h 

Nor the wretch with full bags, without breeding or 

merit ; 

Nor the Eafh, that’s all fury without any fpirit ; 

Nor the fine mafter fribble* the fcorn of mankind » 

Neither this — that— nor t’other’s the man to my 

mind. 


But the youth whom good-fenfe and good- nature 

infpire ; 

Whom the brave mu ft efteem, and the fair {houl^ 

ardmire ; 

In whofe heart love and truth are with honour con- 

join’d : 

This, this, and no other’s the man to my mind. 




Sung in the Wedding Ring* 

i 7 woman to tell you my mind, 

And 1 fpeak from tli’ experience I’ve had. 
Not two out of fifty you’ll find. 

Be they daughters or wives. 

But are plagues of their lives, 

And enough to make any man mad. 





S‘ ON G S TER; 

The wrong and the right 
Being fet in their fight. 

They’re fure to take hold of the wrong 
They’ll cajole and they’ll whimper. 
They’ll whine and they’ll fnivel. 
They’ll coax, and they’ll fimper — 

In Ihort they’re the devil ; 

And fo there’s, an end to my fong. 



Sung in the Golden Pippin* 

Xj E T heroes delight in the toils of the war,. 
In maims, blood, and bruifes and blows ; 

Not a fword, but a fword-knot rejoices the fair ; 
And what are rough foldiers 10 beaux ? 

Away then with laurels 1 come beauty and love. 
And filence the trumpet and dram ; 

Iiet me with ioft myrtle my brows bear inwove. 
And tenderly combat at home* 
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KITTY; 


OR, THE FEMALE FH 

■P 

I 

Written by Mr. Prior. 



Sung at Vauxhall. 

i« 

i 

AIR. Kitty, beautiful and young, 

And wild as cojt untam’d, 

Befpoke the fair from whence (he fpruag, 
With little rage inflam'd ; 

Inflam’d with rage at fad reftraint. 


Which wife mamma ordain’d. 
And forely vex’d to play the faint,. 
While wit and beauty reign’d. 


Muft Lady Jenny friik about. 

And vifit with her couflns ? 

At balls muft ihe make all the rout, 

T 

And bring home hearts by dozens ; 

m » 

What has fhe better, pray, than I, 

What hidden charjps to boaft ; 

+ 

■ 

That all mankind for her Ihould die, 

* 

While l am fcarce a toaft ? 


Dear, dear mamma, for once let me y 
Unchain’d, my fortune try ; 

I’ll have my earl as well as fhe, 

Or know the rcafon why ! 


E TQM 


* ^ 
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Bond love prevail’d, mamma gave way ; , 

Kitty, at heart’s defire, 

Obtain’d the chariot for a day, 

* 

And fet the world on fire. 

><><>< ><><><>*• * 

. V 

/ 

I " 

Written by Ambrose Phjllips, Efq.. 

Tj LEST as the immortal gods is he, 

The youth who fondly fits by thee, 

And hears and fees thee, all the while. 

Softy fpeak, and fweetly ftnilc. 

’Twas this bereav’d my foul of reft. 

And rais’d fuch tumults in my breaft $ . 

For while 1 gaz’d, in tranfport toft. 

My breath was gone, my voice was loft 1 : 

My bofom glow’d ; the fubtle flame 

Ran quick thro’ all my vital frame; 

_ ■ 

O’er my dim eyes a darknefs hung. 

My ears with hollow murmurs rung. 

In dewy damps my limbs were chill’d, 

My blood with gentle horrors thrill’d. 

My feeble pulfe forgot to play, 

I fainted, funk, and dy’d away ! 
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I 

4 

* 

A CAMTATA. 

Sung at Ranelagh. 

Recitative. 

A.S Delia,, bleft- with ev’ry grace,. 
Ihvok’d foft mufic’s needlcfs aid ; 
Compieatly conquer’d by her face. 

Thus gentle Strephon fouling laid* . 

A' rti 

Where partial nature may deny 

The pow’r of beauty’s melting glance,.. 
Let tedious labour toil and try 

To fwell the long, or form the dance i - 
But let your charms alone fuffice. 

And truft the mufic of your eyes* 

Recitative* 

Damon, who chanc’d to overhear. 

Thus fpoke, as he approach’d more near : ; 

> 

He flatters, do not truft the Twain, 

But liften to my honeft ftrain, 

A i a* 

Wonders are told of heauty’s pow*r, , 

Nor faintly warms tfte tuneful lay ; . 

Your voice and p.erfon ev’ry hour' 
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By dozens deal our hearts away : 

Then how trifling is the prize, . 

Since fops have ears, and fools have eyes ! 

1 

Ah 1 lovely nymph, indeed to blefs, 

Scleft the worthieft Twain you won; 
Who, prizing found and colour lefs. 
Admires you for your fcufe alone 
Then leave all little arts behind, 

And ftudy to improve the mind. 




Sung in Buxom Joan. 

i ’HE thundering drums did beat to battle. 
And murmuring cannons, too, did rattle ; 

The enemy fiercely aflail’d. 

And death with its horrors prevail’d* 

Heavy moans, 

Dying groans, 


Cou’d be heard ’midft the loudeft alarms ! 

1 fought for your fake, 

Made the enemy quake, 

And with conqueft return to your arms* _ 


■1 
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Written by Mr. Lemoine. 

J“JoW fair is nty love. 

As kind as the dove ; 

Her temper both lively and gay : 

The lily, and rofe, 

Upon her cheeks blows. 

To gi re her the fplendour of May. 

„ ▼ 

■ 

Her fliape, and her mien. 

Proclaim her the queen 
Of beauty, of virtue, and truth 
Her eyes are like jet. 

Her teeth neatly fct : 

Ye gods ! in the prime of her youth. 

Her voice, like the thrufti. 

That lings on the bulb. 

When meadows look blooming and gay 
Each nymph and each fwain. 

That dance on the plain. 

Are charm’d with my Phyllis’s lay. 

She cries, don’t repine, 

I foon lhall be thine. 

And eafe thy fondbofom of ftrife ; 

In pleafure’* fweet bow’r 
Wc’U pafs ev’ry hour. 

While nature fuppliei us with life- 
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Written by Mr. W— 1 . 1 .—* 

XlOW happy was I, 

When Delia was by ; 

Her prefence rejoiced' my heart ; 

Ho troubles I knew. 

My cares were but few. 

Till the time I from Delia did part. 


Then how fad the reverfe J 
With pain I rehearle 
The difquiets my mind undergoes ; 
Time moves (lowly on. 

Content I have none ; 

Oh i feel for, and pity my woes. 


My fair will be juft, 

I can’t her miftruft. 

Her promife is binding l 9 m fure ; 

Then why fo lament ? 

For fitame, be content 
For the prefen t, her abfence endure. 


The time fhortly will be. 

When I Delia (hall fee. 

And with her in wedlock be join’d ; 

Then how happy my (late, 

’ 1*11 not envy the great, 

Bat enjoy, with my fair, peace of mind< 
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I covet not wealth. 

But a good Ihare of health, 

For myfelf and the girl I adore : 
We'll live at our cafe. 

And do as we pleafe ; 

Ye gods ! what can mortals with more 

i 

cat 4LP 

Sung at Vavxhall. 

OUSE Britain’s warlike throng, 
Sound the trumpet, ftrike the lyre, 
Bet martial note and fong 
Martial order re*infpire. 

Peace, to Britain ever dear. 

All her charms a while foregoes ; 
Britons will no longer bear 
Infults from difdainful foes. 

Sound the trumpets ! found again 1 
Britain claims the martial drain* 

See bright honour rear its head. 

And, while glory leads the band, 
Awful war, with folemn tread, 

Stalks majedic thro’ the land* 
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O FYE FOR SHAMS* 

Sung at Vauxhall* 

thro* the grove I chane’d to ftray, 
I met young Phillis on her way ; 

I flew like lightning to her arms ; 

And gaz’d in rapture on her charms ; 
Her looks reveal’d a raodeft flame, 

But ftill (he cry’d, O fye for fliame. 

With eager hade I dole a kifs. 

Which blufhing Phillis took amifs ; 

She pufh’d me from her with a frown. 
And call’d me bold prefuming clew n ; 
While I confefs’d myfelf to blame, 

But dill (he cry’d, O fye for fliame. 

In tender flghs I told my love, 

And pledg’d my faith on things above ; 
But (he, like all her fex, was coy, 

And, tho’ I fwore, would not comply ; 

Yet I perceiv’d fhe met my flame, 

But ftill fhe cry’d, O fye for fliame* 

When tills I faw, I quickly cry’d. 

Will lovely Phillis be my bride ; 

For hark, I hear the tinkling- bell ; 

To church let’s go ? It pleas’d her well ; 

G 
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And foon a kind compliance came. 

But Hill fte cry’d, O fye for flume. 

t 

Now Hymen’s bands have made us one. 
The joys we tafte to few are known. 

No jealous fears our bofoms move ; 

Tor coaftant each, we truly love. 

She now declares Pm not to blame. 
Nor longer cries, O fye for Ihame* 


kitty till. 

•Sung at Ranelagh* 

w HILE beaux to pleafe the ladies write, 

Or bards to get a dinner by’t. 

Their well-feiga’d pa (lions tell ; 

Let me in humble verfe proclaim 
My love for her who bears the name 
Of charming Kitty Fell* 

Charming Kitty, lovely Kitty, 

Oh charming Kitty, Kitty Fell. 

That Kitty’s beautiful and young, 

That ihe has danc’d, that fhe has fung, 

Alas 1 I know full wells 
I feel, and I fhall ever feel. 
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The dart more (harp than pointed Reel, 
That came from Kitty Fell. 

Charming Kitty, &c. 

Of late I hop’d, by reafon’s aid; 

To cure the wounds which love had made,- 
And bade a long farewel ; 

But t’other day (he crofs’d the green 
1 faw, I wi(h I had not feen. 

My charming Kitty Fell. 

Charming Kitty, &c. 

I aik’d her why (he pafs’d that way ? 

To church, (he cry’d— I cannot ftay : 

Why, don’t you hear the bell ? 

To church— oh ! take me with thee there, 
I pray’d : She would not hear my prayer 5,- 
Ah! cruel Kitty Fell. 

Cruel Kitty, &c. 

And now I find ’tis all in vain; 

I live to love, and to complain. 

Condemn’d in chains to dwell; 

For tho’ (he calls a fcornful eye. 

In death my fault’ring tongue will cry; 

Adieu ! dear Kitty Fell. 

Charming Kitty, cruel Kitty, 

Adieu ! fweet Kitty, Kitty Fell** 

G 2 
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Sung in the Padlock. 

Jn vain you bid your captive live. 

While you the means of life deny : 

Give me your fmiles, your widxes give 

To him who mull without you die. 

* 

Shrunk from the fun’s enlivening beam. 
Bid flow’rs retain their fcent and hue ; 
It’s fourcc dry’d up, bid flow the ftream. 
Or me exift depriv’d of you. 


Sung in the Christmas Tale. 
o ! Take this wreathe my hand has wove* 

The pledge and emblem of my love ; 

Thefe flow’rs will keep their brighteft hue. 
While you are conftant, kind, and true : 

But fhould you, falfe to love and me, 

Wiflx from my fondnefs to be free ; 
Foreboding that my fate is nigh, 

Each grateful flow’r will droop and die. 
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A HUNTING SONG* 

Sung in Apoluo and Daphne. 

Jl H E fun from the eaft tips the mountains with 

gold. 

And the meadows all (pangled with dew-drops 

'behold. 

Now the lark’s early matin proclaims the new day 

And the horn’s ch earful fummons rebukes our de- 
lay ! 

With the fports of the field there’s no pleafurc can 

vie. 

While jocund we follow, follow, follow, follow, fol- 
low, follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, 
follow, follow, the hounds in full cry. 

Let the drudge of the town make riches his fport. 
And the flave of the ftate hunt the fmiles of the - 

court ; 

No care nor ambition our paftime annoy. 

But innocence ftill gives its zeft to our joy. 

With the {ports of the field, fee. 

k 

Mankind are all hunters in various degree ; 

The pried hunts a living, the lawyer a fee ; 

The do&or a patient, the courtier a place ; 

Tho’ often like us, they’re flung out with difgrace. 

With the fports of the field, dec. 

G 3 
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The cit hunts a plum, thefoldier hunts fame. 

The poet a dinner, the patriot a name ; 

And the artful coquette, tho 9 flie fee ms to refufe, 
Yet, in fpite of her airs, (he her lover purfues* 
With the {ports of the field, &c. 

* 

Let the bold and the bufy hunt glory and wealth, 
All the bleflings we afic is the blefling of health ; 
With hounds and with horn, thro 9 the woodlands 

to roam. 

And when tired abroad, find contentment at home* 
With the fport of the field there’s no pleafure can 

vie. 

While jocund we follow, follow, follow, follow, fol* 
low, follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, follow, 
follow, follow, the hounds in full cry. 

Sung at Vavxhall. 

U RE Sally is the lovelieft lafs 
That e’er gave fhepherd glee ; 

Not May- day in its morning-drefs, 

Is half fo fair as fhe* 

Let poets paint the Paphian queen, 

And fancy'd forms adore ; 

Yc bards, hud ye my Sally feen. 

You'd think on thofe no more. 
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Not more ye'd prate of Hybla’s hill. 
Where bees their honey fip. 

Did ye but know the fweets that dwell 
Oa Sally’s love-taught lip : 

But, ah i take heed, ye tuneful fwains. 
The ripe temptations ftiun ; 

Or elfe like me you’ll wear her chains. 
Like me you’ll be undone. 

Once in my cot fecure I flept, 

And lark- like hail’d the dawn 

More fportive than the kid I kept, . 

I wanton’d o’er the lawn : 

To ev’ry maid love- tales I told. 

And did my truth aver ; 

Yet, ere the parting kifs was cold, 

1 laugh’d at love and her. 

r i 

I 

But now the gloomy grove I feek. 
Where love-lorn ihepherds dray ; 

There to the winds my grief I {peak. 
And figh my foul away : 

Nought but defpair my fancy paints, 

No dawn of hope I fee ; 

For Sally’s pleas’d with my complaints 
And laughs at love and me. 

Since, thefe my poor negledled lambs, 
So late my only care, 

Have loll their tender fieccy dams, 

And Itray’d I know not where ; 
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So 

Alas, my ewes, in vain ye bleat ; . 

My lambkins loft, adieu ! 

No more we on the plains ihall meet, 
For loft’s your Ihepherd too. 



Sung at Sadler’s Wells. 

l E T foldiers fight for prey or praife, 
And money be the mifer’s wilh. 

Poor fcliolars ftudy all their days. 

And gluttons glory in their difh. 

*Tis wine, pure wine, revives the foul 
Therefore give us the charming bowl. 

Let minions marfhal every hair. 

Who in a lover’s look delight. 

And artificial colours wear. 

Pure wine is native red and whiter 
Tis wine, pure wine, &c. 

The backward fpirit it makes brave ; 

That lively, which before was dull ; 
Opens the heart that loves to fave, 

And kindnefs flows from cup brimful*.. 

j Tis wine, pure wine, 


SONGSTER. 

Some men want youth, and others health 
$ome want a wife, and Tome a punk ; 
Some men want wit, and others wealth, 
But they want notBing who are drunk. 
’This wine, pure wine, revives the foul $ 
Therefore give us the charming bowl* 


NANCY DAWSON. 

Of all the girls in our town, 

The black, the fair, the red, the brown, 
Who dance and prance it up down, 
There’s none like Nancy Dawfon: 
Her eafy mien, her fhape fo neat, 

She foots, fke trips, lhe looks fo fweet,. 
Her ev’ry motion is complete ; 

1 die for Nancy Dawfon. 

See how fhe comes to give furprize. 

With joy and pleafure in her eyes ! 

To give delight lhe always tries. 

So means my Nancy Dawfon : 

Was there no talk t’obftrudt the way,. 

No Shuter droll, nor houfe fo gay, 

A bet of fifty pounds I'll lay, 

That I gain’d Nancy Dawfon. 

See how the op’ra takes a run. 

Exceeding Hamlet, Lear, or Dun, 
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Though in it there would be no fun, 

Was’t not for Nancy Dawfon* 

i 

Tho* Beard and Brent charm ev’ry night. 
And female Pea chum’s juft If right. 

And Filch and Lockit pleafe to tight, 

, Tis crown’d by Nancy Dawfon. 

•See little Davy ftrut and puff ; 

Pox on the op’ra, and fuch ftuff. 

My houfe is never full enough $ 

A curfe on Nancy Dawfon. 

Tho’ Garrick he has had his day. 

And forc’d the town his laws t’obey,. 

N ow Johnny Rich is come in play. 

With help of Nancy Dawfon. 


Sung at Vavxhall. 

N O W the fnow-dreps lift their heads,. 
Cowflips rife from golden beds, 

Silver lilies paint the grove. 

Welcome May,, and welcome love* 

Now the bee, on filver wings, 

Flow’ry fpoils unweary’d brings, 

Spoils that nymphs and fwains approve,. 
Soft as May and iweet as l«ve. 

Whilft a-down the flopy hill. 

Trickles foft the purling rill,. 
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Balmy (cents perfume the grove. 

May unbends the foul to love. 

Long the clay*cold maid denies. 

Nor regards her (hepherd’s fighs ; 

Now your fond petitions move. 

May’s the feafon form’d for love. 

On the fair that deck our ifle, 

Let each grace and virtue fmile. 

And our happy (hepherds prove 
Days of eafe and nights of love« 



THE SHEPHE & O’S INVITATION. 

Written by Christopher Marlow* 

C O M E live with me, and be my love. 

And we will all the pleafures prove 
That vallies, greves, or hill, or field. 

Or wood, or fteepy mountain yield. 

There will we fit upon the rocks, 

And fee the fltepherds feed their Hocks, 

By (hallow rivers, to whofe falls 
Melodious birds fing madrigals. 

There will I make thee beds of rofes. 

With a thoufand fragrant pofies, 
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A cap of flowers, and a kirtle. 
Embroider’d all with leaves of myrtle. 

A gown, made of the fineft wool, 
Which from our pretty lambs we pull ; 
Slippers lin’d choicely for the cold i 
With buckles of the pureft gold. 

A belt of ftraw, and ivy buds. 

With coral clafps, and amber fluds ; 
And if thefe pleaCutfs may thee move. 
Come live with me, and be my love. 


Thy filver dilhes for thy meat. 

As precious as the gods do eat. 

Shall, on an ivory table, be 
Prepar’d each day for thee and me. 

The fhepherd- fwaios fhall dance and ling 
For thy delight each May-morning : 

If thefe delights thy mind may move. 
Then live with me, and be my love. 


i 
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t ft s mimi mam* 

J AM marry’d, and happy ; with wonder bear 

this. 

Ye rovers, and rakes of the age, 

Who laugh at the mention of Conjugal blifs. 

And who only loofe pleasures engage : 

You may laugh, but believe me you’re all in the 

wrong 

When you merrily marriage deride ; 

For to marriage the permanent pleafures belong. 
And in them we can only confide* 

d 

The joys which from lawlefs connexions arife. 

Are fugitive, never fincere ; 

Oft ftojen with hafte, or fnatch’d by fiirprize, 
Interrupted by doubts and by fear : 

Btft thofe which in legal attachment we find. 
When the heart is with innoeence pure, 

Are from ev’ry i mbit taring refle&ion refin’d, 

And to life’s latcft hour will endure. 

The love which ye boaft of, delerves net that namefc 
True love, is with fenti men t join’d ; 

But yours is a paffion, a feverifh. flame. 

Rais’d without the confent of the mind. 

When, dreading confinement, ye miftrefles hire. 
With this and with that ye are cloy’d ; 

H 



r 
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Ye are led, and milled, by a flattering falfe fire* 
And are oft by that* fire deftrojM* 

If you afle me from whence my felicity flows; 

My anfwer is fhort— from a wife*; 

Who for chearfulnefs, fenfe, and good-natneei 

chofe, 

Which are beauties that charm us for life. 

To make home the feat of perpetual delight, 
Ev’ry hour each ftudies to feize; 

And we find ourfelves happy from morning t« 

night. 

By our mutual endeavours* to pleafe. 

H 

'•'ftV****** ••*•*•* * • • 

i * 

Sung in the Ro y a l S'h e p h'ek'S 

OWSof love flioutd ever bind 

Men who are to honour true ; 

They muft have afavage mind. 

Who refufe the fair their due. 

Scorn'd and hated may they be, 

Who from conftancy do fwerve*; 

So may ev’ry nymph agree 

All fuch faithlcfc fwains to ferve* 



S. O N &8 T’E R. 

A liiLOl'l IOM 


8f 

% 

On Old Ehgland*! bleft (bore 

We are landed once more, 

Secure from the dorms of the main f 

For great George* .and 'bis caufc* 

For our covotry and laws * . 

We hfcve conquer’d* and will do again . 

_ V 

Where the fun’s orient ray 
Firft opens the day* 

On India’5 extended domain* 

The fwarthy- fac’d foes 
Who dar*d to oppofe, 

We have conquer’d^and will do again# 

* 

ii 

Come* my brave hearts of oak* 

Let us drink* fing f and joke* 

While here on the ihore we rcau'.iu ; 

‘ ** F 

When our country demands. 

With hearts and with hi. ids. 

We. are ready to conquer again. 

Hi 
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h 

A PASTORAL' 

Sung at Vauxham» t ? 

F AREWELL, ye green fields and fweet grovti, 
Where Phillis engag’d my fond heart i 
Where nightingales warble their loves* 

And nature is drefs’d without art : 

No pleafure ye now can afford* 

Nor mufic can lull me to reft ; 

For Phillis proves falfe to her word. 

And Strephon can never be bleft. 

I 

Oft-times, by the fide of a fpring* 

Where rofes and lillies appear. 

Gay Phillis of Strephon would ling. 

For Strephon was all Ihe held dear s 

Bat as foon as (he found, by my eyes. 

The paflion that glow’d in my bread* 

She then, to my grief and furprize, 

Prov’d all flie hadfaid was a jeft. 

» 

Too late, to my forrow* I find, 

The beauties alone that will laft. 

Are thofe that are fix’d in the mind. 

Which envy or time cannot blaft s 

Beware, then, beware bow ye truft 

Coquettes, who to love make pretence ; 
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For Phillis to me had been juft* 

If nature had bieft’d her with fenfe. 



A F & a E - M'A 0 O N # S 0 0 HO 

rr 

XT A I L, mafonry, thou craft divine ! 

Glory of earth from heav'n reveal'd ; 
Which doft with jewels precious llunf/ 
From all but malons' eyes conceaPd ; 
The praifes due who can rehearie* 

In nervous prole* or flowing verfe ! 


As men from brutes diftinguilh’d are* 

A mafon other men excels ; 

For what's in knowledge choice and rare* 
But in his breaft fecurely dwells 1 
His lilent breads and faithful heart* . 

Preserve thefecrets of the art. 


From fcorching heat and piercing cold* 

From beafts whoferoar theforeft rends* 

* • 

From the aflaults of warriors bold* 

The mafon's art mankind defends : 

Be to this art due honour paid* 

From which mankind receives fuch aid* 
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Enfigns of ftate that feed our pride, 
Diftin&ions t rouble fo me and vain ! 
t$y mafons true are laid afide ; 

Arts free-born fons fuch toys difdaiib. 
[Ennobled by the name they bear, 
fiiftinguifh’d by the badge they wear*. 


Sweet fellowfhip, from envy free, 
Friendly converfe of- brotherhood** 
The lodge’s lading cement be 1 
Which has for ages firmly ftood*^ 
A lodge thus built, for ages pad. 

Has lafted,.and will ever laft* 


Then in our fongs be juAicedone, 

To thofe, who have enrich’d the art* . 

From Adam to great Leven down. 

And let each brother bear a part ; 

Let our grand* mailer’s health -go round;. 

His praife in ev’ry lodge refcund* 

m 

THX riUAR AKD NUN; A CANTATA* 

Recitativ** 

In pa ris city, they report for truth. 

There dwelt an aflive prieft in prime of youth;,- 
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ft* 


in the convent, as forae others fay. 

There Jiv’d a nun .as blooming as the May : . 
The rev’rend father figh’d for her in vain, . 

He dar’d not openly his love explain ; - 
Her beauty fann’d the embers of defire. 

But looks auftere quite damp’d the riling fire* 
At length kind fortune did his wilhes blefs, 

Eor the. fair, nuz^ came to him to confefs ; 

With great deration flue her forehead iign’d, . 
And thus .reveal’d, the., troubles of her mind : . 


Aik* 

Holy father, believe, for my forrows I grieve. 
And fincerely repent each trangreffion ; . 

One fault, above all, my. mind does enthral. 

And torments me furpafiing expreffion. 

Iho* to Heav’n I’m hound, yet Cupid has found : 

The method to lead me afiray ; 

Alas! I am frail, for love would prevail, 

Tho’ conference cry’d, ftemly. Stay, ftay« . - 


RfiCI TATI VI, . 

# 

The jolly prieft, as near the fair he ftood. 

Feels genial warihth £iir up his youthful blood y 
Then fouling on the lovely iuppliant fair. 

He chuck’d her chin, and bade Tier not delpair. 

I know no harm there is in love, he raid. 

Each fex, my dear, was for the other made ; 


* 


9 
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The church ordains it, and you do no fault, 

#■ 

If to the church you yield up what you ought 
But *tis a fin if any one fhould feaft 
Upon thole charms unlefc he is a priett* . 


A K R*. 

Confider how happy will be yourcondition. 

If once you will form a refolution 
To bed witha prelate— You need no contrition^ 
For prelates can give abfolutioq : 

Then yield to my arms thy ravi thing charms. 
Permit me your beauties to rifle ; 

You know I can btefs you, as well as confers you;: 
Betides, it is only a trifle* 



Sung ia Thomas and Sally. 


w 


ERE I as poor as wretch can be/ 
As great as any monarch, be, 

Ere on fuch terms Pd mount his throne^ , 
Pd work my fingers to the bone* 


Grant me,. ye pow’rs, (I atk not wealth,) ; 
Grant me but innocence and health ; , 

Ah ! what is grandeur link’d to vicei . 
’Tis only virtue gives it price*. 



■l 


S O N G S T E R. 

Written by Mr. C » vac h ill. 

Jolly brrfk ta*, but a little tin&efince, 
As bold as a beggar, as drunk as a prince. 
Fell foul of an ale-houfe, and thinking it fia 
To pafi without calling, reel’d jovially in. 
Derry down, &c. 

i 


Scarce feated was he, when the landlord pafsM 

by, 

With pudding and beef* which attra&ed Jack’£ 
eye ; 

By the main- mail, a fail, boy ! then he leapt front 
, his place. 

And grafping his bludgeon, gave orders for 
chace. 

Derry down, &c. 


Now it happen’d together Tome Frenchmen were 
met, 

* 

Refolding foup- meagre and frogs to forget. 
Convinc’d of their error, commanded this feaft 

To be dreft and ferv’4 up in. the old EngHflt; 
taile. 

Derry down, &c» 


At the heels of the landlord the Tailor appears. 

And makes the room ring with three BritUh. 
cheers ; 
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Then be fits himfelf down, without further 

bate. 

And claps an old quid in his neat neighbour's 

plate. 

Derry down, fcc. 


Sure 


Fxenchinen 


prize. 


\ 


When they fhrugg'd up the 

up their eyes ; 

From one dropt a. ha, and the other a hem, 

AH gap'd at the landlord, the Undlord at them. 
Derry down, 8c c. . 


One, more bold than the reft, by his brethren's aA 


Tice 


Made a fneaking attempt to come in. for. a flice.j. 
Jack, cutting his hand, quickly gave him a check* 
Cry'd, Down with your arms, or I'll fooa fwceg 

the deck. 

Derry down* &c. 


The landlord enrag'd, now approach'd from afar, 
And fneaking behind, feiz'd the arms of the tar; 
I have him, fays he; but^he cou'd, fay no more. 

Ere he found his dull pate where his heels ftoodte* 

fore. 

Derry dowxv&Ci 



S O N :G S'T 'E R. 
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The landlord thus fprawlisg, the Frenchmen u- 

nite. 

Each takes up his knife and prepares for the fight; 
Of quarters, cries Jack, I would not have you 

think ; * 

Strike, fir ike, you frqg-eaters, flrike, ftrike, or you 

fink. 

Derry down. See* 

So laying, he handled his trufty oak flick. 

And pour’d in his broad- fide fo flout and fo 

thick ; 

So well play’d his part, in a minute, that four 
Were decently laid with their hoft on the floor. 
Derry down, See. 

p 

The reft all difmay’d at their countrymen’s fate. 
For fear that Jack’s ftick fhould alight on their 
pate. 

Acknowledg’d him viltor, and lord of the main* 
Withal humbly in treating to bury their 'flaia* 

Derry down, See. 

j 

Three cheers then he gave, bat infilled that 

they, 

For the beef, for the pudding and porter fhould 

pay : 


* 
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They agreed ; fb the failor reel'd , off with his 

wench , 

And fung as he reel’d> Down, down with tfe 

French* 

Derry down, &c. 



Written by S h A x Esrtit. 


o R P H E U S, with his lute, tirade trees* 
A^d the mountain tops that freeze. 

Bow themfelves, when he did ling 3 
To his mufic, plants and dowers 
Ever fp rung, as fun and Ihowers 
There had made a lading fpring. 

Ev’ry thing that heard him play, 

E’en the billows of the fea, 

Hung their heads, and then lay by 3 
In fweet mufic is fuch art. 

Killing care, or grief of heart, 

Fall afleep, or hearing die. 


* 



S O N G S T E R. 

A FAVOURITE tOKC. 

A Dawn of hope my foul revives# 

And banifhes defpair ; 

If yet my deareft Damon lives# 

Make him, ye gods, your care- 

h 

Difpel thele glomy {hades of night, 

My tender grief remove ; 

Oh ! fend fome chearing ray of light. 
And guide me to my love. 

Thus in thefecret, friendly {hade# 

The penfive Celia mourn’d# 

While courtly echo lent her aid# 

And figh for figh return’d. 




AN anacreontic odi. 


Written by Capt. Thompson. 

Sung at Vauxhall. 

AUGHING Cupids, bring me rofes# 
And my wreath, ye graces twine ; 

I'm this night difpos’d for rapture# 

Having beauty, wit, and wine. 

I 
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Let the fober floicks wonder. 

And their apathy define ? 

IMJ not follow fuch dull do&rine. 

While I’ve beauty, wit, and wine. 

Such old dotards well may cenfurc. 

Call me thoughtlefs libertine ; 

Sour’s the grape when we can’t reach it. 
So is beauty, wit, and wine. 

* 

Come, ye brifk Arabian laflcs, 

For that heaven you feek is mine. 

Upon beds of rofes lolling, 

Blefs’d with beauty, wit, and wine. 

And when this gay life is over. 

Pour libations on my fhrine, 

I’ve a paradife hereafter. 

Full of beauty, wit, and wine. 




Sung in the Maid of the Oaks 


(^/OME fing round my favourite tree, 
Ye fongfters that viiit the grove ; 
5 Twas the haunt of my fhepherd and me, 
And the bark is the record of love. 
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Reclin’d on the turf, by my fide. 

He tenderly pleaded his caufe j 
I only with bln flies reply ’d. 

And the nightingale fill’d up the paufe* 



THROUGH THE WOOD LADDIE* 

F* 

h 

' Sung at Vauxhall. 

o Sandy, why leav’d thou thy Nelly to mourn. 

Thy prefence could eafe me, 

When naithing can pi eafe me ! 

Now dowie I figh on die banks of the burn, 

Or through the wood, laddie, until thou return* 

t 

. 0 

The’ woods now are bonny, and mornings are 

clear. 

While lav’rocks are finging. 

And primrofes fpringing, 

Yet nane of them pleafes mine eye or mine, ear, 
When through the wood, laddie, ye dinna appear* 

That I am forfaken fome fpare not to tell,- 

I’m fafh’d wi* their fcorning, 

Baith evening and morning, 


IOO 
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Their jeering goes aft to nay heart wi* a knell. 
When through the wood, laddie, I wander myfeh 

•# 

Then ftay, my dear Sancjy 9 n6 longer away; 

Sue quick as an arrow, 

Hafte hither to thy marrow. 

Who's living in languor till that happy day. 
When through the wood, laddie, we'll dance, fing 

and play. 




Written by G. Ltttleton, Efq* 


nr 

_ 1 HE heavy hours are almoft paft 
That part my iove'and me. 

My longing eves' may hope at laft 
Their longing wifii to fee. 

I3ut how, my Delia, will you meet 
The man you’ve loft fo long ? 

Will Jove on all your pulfes beat. 
And tremble on your tongue ? 


Will you in ev’ry look declare 
Your heart is Rill the fame ; 
And heal each idle anxious care 
Our fears in abfencc frame ? 



4 



\ 


r 
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Thus, Delia, thus I paint the fcene 
When fhortly we fiiall meet. 

And try what yet remains between 
Of loit’ring time to cheat. 

But if the dream that foothes my mind 
Shall falfe and groundlefs prove ; 

If I am doom’d at length to 2nd 
You have forgot to love ; 

All I of Venus a(k is this, 

No mere to let us join : 

But grant me here the flatt’ring blifs. 
To die and think you mine* 


RURAL LIFE. 

K R E E from noife, free from ftrife. 
In a fweet country life, 

I could with for to pafs all my days ; 

Where innocence reigns. 

Flocks cover the plains, 

And birds fweetly echo their lays. 

How contented they live. 

What joys they receive, 

TW nothing but ground for their floor; 

1 3 
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Juft before the fweet cot, 

So delightful the fpot, 

Where jeffamine grows by the door 1 

How early they rife, 

Tranfported with joys, 

So contented their days pafs along l 
And ifjuftly combin’d. 

With a true heart and mind, 

To a wife whom all virtues belong. 

Tho’ homely their food. 

Their appetite’s good. 

Blooming health on their cheeks doth appear 

Neither envy nor pride J 
With them can refide, 

But happinefs Dimes thro’ the year. 

* 

At fun going down. 

Their work being done. 

They’re the happieft people on earth ; 

By the oak on the green 
Each couple is feen, 

With innocent paftime and mirth. 

* 

When harveft is done, 

With a formal old fong* 

The jolly farmer amongftall the reft, 
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He will laugh, drink, and fay. 
This is our holiday, 

With beef and good ale of the be ft. 



Jamie and S v 1 ; 


Sung at Vauzhall* 

Jamie.. 


P R' Y T H E E, Sufan, what doft 



ufe on. 


By this doleful, doleful, fpring ! 

You are, I fear, in love, my dear, 

Alas, poor thing ! alas, poor thing 1 alas, poor 

1 



Sue. 

Truly, Jamie, I mu ft blame ye, 
'Caufe you look fo pale and wan, . 
Ifear 'twill prove you are in love, . 
Alas, poor , man 1 


Jamie. 

Bay, my Suey, now I view ye, 

Weil I knew, I know your fmaft ; 

When you're alone, you figb and moan, 
Alas, poor heart ! 



104 


4 

S O ft G S TE Tfc 


, S U E. 

Jamie hold, I dare be bold 
To fay thy heart, thy heart is Bole, 
And know the-lhe, as well as thee,. 
Alas, poor foul ! 


Jamie. 

Then, my Sue, tell me who. 

I'll <»ive thee beads of pearl ; 

And eafe thy heart of all the fmart^- 

Alas, poor girl ! 


Su It 

Jamie, no, if you Ihou’d know, 

I fear 'twou’d make you fad ; 

And pine away, both night and day,* 
Alas, poor lad ! 


J a m i a- 

Why then. Sue, it is for you 
That I’m burning in thefe flames ; 
And when I die, 1 know you’ll cry,. 
Alas, poor James ! 


S« ■. 

Say you fo, then Jamie know. 
If you {hou’d prove uutruc> 
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Then you will make me likewife cry, s 
Alas, poor Sue ? 

1 

- * 

BOTH* 

s 

Come, then, join thy hand with mine. 

And we will dance, will dance and line* 

1 do agree to marry thee, 

Alas, poor thing ! 

V# *###*#*#### ###.## #<-** 

he’ll STEAL rout TENDER. HKAUTS AWA V. 

h 

Sung atVtu x hall. 

3^ mofly brook and flowery plain, 

Ifondly feek my Ihepherd Twain ; 

Tell me, Tweet maidens, have ye Teen- 
The gentle Damon on the green : 

Avoid the danger while you may, 

He’ll Heal your tender hearts away. 

Perfuafion Tmiles whene’er he Tpeaks, 

And rofy dimples deck his cheeks, 
llooming as health, as Hebe fair. 

The graces twine his auburn hair ; 

Wes in his Tunny eye-beams play, 
fiat Hole my tender heart away. 


1 
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Sweet wreaths of flow’rs he wove for 
Daft night, beneath the haw thorn* tree; 
Bewitching are his tales of love. 
Propitious may they ever prove : 

For Damon, gentle, kind, and g ay. 

Has Hole my tender heart away. 



A 


THE 


AID OT TUB MILL 


TT END all ye fhepherds and nymphs to my 
lay. 

You may learn from my tale, and go wifer away;. 
A damfel once dwelt at the foot of a hill. 

Well known bv the name of the maid. of the mill. 


In her all the graces had jointly combin’d, 
Her face to improve and embellish her mind 
Nor pride nor deceit e’er her bofom did fill, 
7 Twas nature alone in the maid of the mill! 


The lord of the village beheld the fweet.maid, 
Each art to fubdue her was prefently laid. 

With gold he endeavour’d to tempt her to ill, 
But nought could prevail with the maid of the mill* 

Her virtue flie priz’d beyond fplendor or Rate, 
Tho’ poor yet Qie never repin’d at her fate ; 
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His proffers (he (lighted, in vain all his (kill 
To ruin the fame of the maid of mill. 


Toung Colin addrefs’d'her with hope and with fear, 
His heart was right honed, his love was (incere, 
With rapture his bofom each moment wou’d thrill, 
ene’er he beheld his dear maid of the mill. 



His paffion was founded in honour and truth. 

The nymph read his heart and of courfe lov’d the 
youth; 

church little Patty dill anfwer’d I will ; 
lord (hip was baulk’d of the maid of the mill. 

happinefs waits on the chade nuptial pair ! 
tent, they are draiigers to lorrow and care ; 
flame they fird rais’d in each other burns (till, 
Colin is blefs’d with the maid of the mill. 

Sung at Vauzhall. 



E nymphs and ye (hepherds that join in the 
throng, 

Y tarry awhile and attend to my fong ; 
e ftory is fimple, tho’ true, that I tell, 
d 1 hope it will pleale you all wonderful well* 


p 


ioS SONGSTER. 

' I went t’other day to a wake on the green, 

And met with a lafs fair as beauty’s gay queen, 

I afic’d for a kifs, but the damfel cry’d No, . 

And ftruggled and frown’d, and faid Pray let me 

go. 

ft 

•I tenderly cry’d, Phillis, don’t be a prude | 

But (till (he return’d. I’ll cry out if you’re rude ; 
The more that I prefs’d her the more fee cry’d, 

No, 

And ftruggled and frown’d, and faid. Pray let me 

go. 

■ 

I found no entreaties would make her comply. 
Whenever I touch'd her, ’twas, Fye, Colin, fye; 
So I fent for a parfon, and made her my wife, 
And now I am welcome to kifs her for life. 

Ye virgins that hear, learn example from this. 
Take care how too freely you part with a kifs ; 
Conceal for a time all the favours you can, 

For that's the beft way to make fure of a man* 


h 
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Sung at Ranelagh. 

T ® His heart, and own his flame, 
Blithe Jockey to young Jenny came ; 

But, tho’ fhe lik’d him palling weel. 

She carelefs turned her fpinning-whccl. 


Her milk-white hand he did extol. 

And prais’d her fingers long And fmall ; 
Unufual joy her heart did feel, 

But Hill fhe turn’d her ipinaing- wheel. 


Then round about her flender waift 

He clafp’d his arms, and her embrac'd : 
Jo kifs her hand he down did kneel ; 

But yet fhe turn’d her fpinning- wheel* 

With gentle voice fhe bid him rife; 

He bleft her neck, her lips, and eyes : 
Her foridnefs fhe could Icarcc conceal ; 
Vet ftill fhe turn'd her fp inning- wheel. 


Till, bolder grown, fo clofe he prefs'd. 

His wanton thought fhe quickly guefs'd 
Then pufh'd him from her rock and reel 
And angry turn’d her fpianing- wheel. 


Atlaft, when fhe began to chide. 

He fwore he meant her for his. bride : 

K 
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* i\vas then her love (he tlid reveal. 
And flung away her fpinning- wheel. 
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LABOUR.' IK VAIN* 

Jn purfuit of fome lambs from my flocks that had 

ftray’d. 

One morning I rang’d o’er the plain ; 

But, alas 1 after all my vcfearches were made, 

1 perceiv’d that my labour was vain* 

At length growing hopelefs my lambs to reilore, 

I refolv’d to return back again ; 

It was ufelefs, I thought, to feek after them more, 
Since I found that my labour was vain. 

+ 

On this my return* pretty Phebe I faxv, 

* 

And to love her l could not refrain ; 

To folic it a kifs, I approach’d her with awe, 

But {he told me my labour was vain. 

But, Phtbe, (I cry’d,) to my fuit lend an car, 

And let me no longer complain. 

She reply’d, with a frown, and an afpeft fevere, 
Young Colin, your labour’s in vain. 
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Then I eagerly clafp’d her quite clofe to tny bread. 
And kifs’dL her, and kifs’d her again ; 

0, Colin (flie cry’d, ) if you’re rude, I protefl 
That your labour ikall Hill be in vain. 

At length, by entreaties, by kiflesi and vows, 
Companion (he took on my pain ; 

She now has confented to make me her fpoufe. 

So no longer 1. labour in vain. 
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Written by Mr# Wrighten. 

Sung at Vauxhall. 

S'OXTND the fife — beat the drum— to my 

ftandard repair, 

All ye lads who will conquer or die ; 

At requeft of my fex, as a captain I’m here r 
The men’s courage and valour to try ; 

Tis your king and your country now call for your 

aid. 

And the ladies command you to go ; 

By me they announce it, and you, who ’re afraid. 
Or refufe, our vengeance fhall know. 

Then firft to the Angle— thefe things I declare, 

So each maiden mod firmly decrees, 

Not a kifs will be granted, by black, brown, or 

fair ; 

Not an ogle, a figh, or a fq*teeze. 

IC t 
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' ijk.'H her love fhe tdd reveal. 

And dung away her ip inning- wheel. 
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LABOUR. IN VAIN, 

Jn purfuit of forns Iambs from tny flocks that had 

Gray’d, 

One morning I rang’d o’er the plain ; 

But, alas ! after all my refe arches were made, 

1 perceiv’d that my labour was vain. 

A length growing hoptlefs my lambs to reft ore, 

7 refolv’d to return back again ; 

7t was ufelefs, I thought, to feck after them more, 
Since I found that my labour was vain. 

On this my return, pretty Phebe I faw, 

And to love her i could not refrain ; 

To foiicit a kifs, I approach’d her with awe, 

But ihe told me my labour was vain. 

But, Phcbc, (I cry’d,) to my fuit lend an ear, 

And let me no longer complain. 

She reply’d, with a frown, and an afpe<5i fevere, 
> r oung Colin, your labour’s in vain. 
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Then I eagerly clafp’d her quite clofe to my bread. 
And kifs'd her, and kifs’d her again ; 

0, Colin (fhe cry’d,) if you're rude, I protefl 
That your labour ill nil lliil be in vain. 

At length, by entreaties, by kifTes, and vows, 
Compadlon fhe took on my pain ; 

She now has confented to make me her fpoufe, 

So no longer I labour in vain. 
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Written by Mr* Wrighten. 

Sung at Vauxhall. 

§ 0 U N D the fife — beat the drum to my 

ftandard repair, 

A!1 ye lads who will conquer or die ; 

Atrequed of my fex, as a captain I’m here,- 
The men’s courage and valour to try ; 

Tis your king and your country now call for your 

aid. 

And the ladies command you to go ; 

By me they announce it> and you, whe/re afraid, 
Or refufe, our vengeance fhall know. 

' r) i 

t ' 

Then firft to the Hngle— thefe things I declare, 

So each maiden mofL firmly decrees. 

Not a kifs will be granted, by black, brown, or 

fair ; 

Net an ogle, a figh, or 1 fq* ie cze* 

K 2 
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To the married — if they but look glum, or fay, 

no, 

Should the monfieur dare bluffer or huff, 

We’ve determined, nem. con. that their fore-heads 

(hall fhew 

A word to the wife ie enough. 

Thefe punifhments we’ve in terrorem proclaim’d; 

Eut hill, fhould your courage be lacking. 

As our dernier refort, this refolve {hall be nam’d, 
Which egad ! will foon fend you a packing, 
Wc’il the breeches aflame-— -’pon my honour ’tis 

true 1 

So determine, maids, widows, and wives ; 

j-'iift we’ll inarch beat the French— —then 

inarch back, and beat you ■ 

A) e, and wear ’em the red of our lives. 
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A TAVOURITE SONG. 

N O r, ymph that trips the verdant plains 

W ith Sally can compare ; 

She wins the hearts of ail the fwains. 

And rivals all the fair ; 



* 
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*- beams ol Sol delight and chear, 
While fu miner fcafons roll ; 
t S illy'- fin i I c> can all the year 
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tVhen from the call the morning ray 
Illumes the world below, 

Her prefence bids the god of day 
With emulation glow : 

Frefli beauties deck the painted ground* 
Birds fweeter notes prepare ; 

The playful lambkins fkip around. 

And hail the filler fair. 

The Jark but drains his livid throat. 

To bid ihe maid rejoice, 

And mimicks, while he iVeils his note. 
The fweetnefs of her voice ; 

The fanning zephyrs round her play. 
While Flora Ilie’ll perfume. 

And ev’ry flow’ret feems to fay, 

I but for Sully bloom. 

The am’rous youths her charms pro clai 
From morn to eve their tale ; 

Her beauty and uni potted tame 
Make vocal ev’ry vale, 

The dream meundring thro* the mead. 
Her echo’d name conveys ; 

And ev’ry voice, and ev’ry reed. 

Is tun’d to Sally’s praife. 

K 3 
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No morefliall blithfome lafs or Twain 
r I\> mirthful wake re fort, 

Nor ev'ry May- morn on the plain 
Advance in rural fport ; 

No more Hiaii guih the purling iill. 
Nor u.ufic wake the grove. 

Nor docks Rok ihow-like on the hil!, 
Wll: :u 1 iorixet to love. 






Britannia; a cantata. 


w 


R LCl r ATI VE 


PI EN difccrd ceas’d, and bloody broils no 


more 


In war deli motive hiock this happy fhore ; 

"When c image ceas’d, and death refused to ftain 
Yfirh IJritifh blood the dreadful martial plain: 

litannia rofe, and with a grateful fmiie. 

In tr ciitic accents, thus addrefs’d her i lie. 


i j 


Aik. 


Yr TRiton*, what nation like England can fing, 
l.i ireedom we rife ev’ry day ; 

In h .Rom we lleen, and are bleft v/ i til a king 

J Pi a pleasure in all to obey j 



t » 
* 



i, my children, encreafc 
fweci hljlbngs of peace, 
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Let trumpets in meloJy join ; 

While truth fhall proclaim 
George’s virtues and fame, 

Which on record for ever will fhlne. 

Recitative, . 

The found ferapblc reach'd the royal car, 

And gazing crowds the heav’nly accents hear ; 
Reviving joy returns in ev ? ry bread, 

War disappear'd, and peace the kingdom bleft 5 
The happy ifle no greacer biefling fecks, 

The monarch* riles, and thus nobly fpcaks : . 

Air* * 

Britannia, bt afTnr'd I pride to fee 
Myfclf the monarch of a people free ; 

Happy to govern o'er this blifsful ifle, 

Where bleilings on my fubjedts ever fmile ; 

As Jong as I tile royal lcep ter bear. 

My country's good *hall be my greateft care;. 
May peace continue, nor my people know 
The calual griefs which from Belloita flow ; 
nrm to Britannia’s caufe my arms fliall fleep, 
is long as England’s foes their treaties keep ; 
But if my lion is induc’d to roar, 

Mtru&io:: ho/eis round the Gallic fhore* 
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JESS 1 j OR, APRIL DA V- 

Sung at Vauxhalu 

w HILE the bee flies from bloffom to bloUbm, 

and Tips, 

And my Jefly looks buxom and gay ; • 

Eet me hang on her neck, and tafte from her lips 
All the fweets of an April day* 

The fliepherd his flock, the ruftic his plough. 

The farmer with joy views his hay, 

And Jefly, my charmer, when milking her cow, 
Sings the fweets of an April day. 

Tike fnow- drops with innocent fweetnefs array'd. 

As biithfome and cheat ful as May, 

"My Jefly, the pride of all the gay mead, 

Sung the fweets of an April day. 

llemembsr, dear Jefly, and ufe well your pow’r> 
Your rofe-buds then pluck while you may : 

And c;ui kiefs enjoy all the fweets of this hour* 

V 

For youth’s but an April day. 
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A RECRUITING SONG. 

Sung at Sadler’s Wells. 

QME, volunteers, come 
To the head of the drum. 

And all you can mutter along with you bring 
Leave mailers and mothers. 

An.: fathers, and brothers; 

Hor think of a duty, but that to your king. 

Thou’rt aftive, young neighbour. 

Then throw off thy labour, 

And fwop thy bale pillow for bed of renown ; 
Dick, Harry, and Hugh, 

Won’t vou do fo too ? 

A guinea I'll give you, d’y’fee, and a crown. 

Good linen and cloaths. 

With hats, ftioes, and hofe. 

For a gentleman foldier fit every thing ; ^ 

To my quarters then come, 

Bejr, brandy, and rum, 

Swig your bellies full— God fave the king* 


* 
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Sung at Vauxhall. 

>r ~P 

X IS a twelvemonth ago, nay perhaps they are 

twain, 

Since Thyrlis negle&ed the nymphs of the plain, 

And would tempt me to walk the gay meadows 

along, 

To hear a l'olt tale, or to fing him a fong. 

What at fir it was hut friendship, foon grew to a 

flame. 

In my heart it was love, in the youth's 'twas the 

fame ; 

From each other we fought not our pafflon to hide, 
Tut who Should love moil was our conteft and pride. 

But prudence foon whifper’d us. Love not too well, 
Fi r envy has eyes, and a tongue that will tell ; 
And a flame, without for tune’s rich gifts on its 

fide, 

The grave ones will fcorn, and a mother naul 

chide. 


Afraid of rebuke, he his vifits forbore. 

And we promis'd to think <*f each other no more. 
But to tarry with patience a feafon mere kind * 
3o I put the dear Ihcphcrd quite out of my mind. 
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But love breaks the fences I vainly had made. 
Grows deaf to all cenfure, and will be repaid ; 

Jf we figli for each other, ah ! quit not your care ; 
Condemn the god Cupid, but blefs the fond pair. 
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A FAVOURITE -SONG. 

^JL Wit and captain flrove, Sir, 

To gain a lady’s love, Sir ; 

And warm in competition, 

To pleafe his mitlrefs moft. 

The bravo, like a warrior. 

Thought he by florin fhou’d carry her. 
And fwore he’d guard her perfon 
From danger and afperfion, 

And file fhou’d be his toafl. 


The poet foftly told her, 

Thattho' he was no foidier. 

He’d make her fame eternal, 

Iu Magazine or Journal, 

And fing away her cares. 

The lady then reflecting 
Whofe parts were moll affeCting, 
Thought fpark of tuneful merit 
Outweigh’d the blufl’ring fpirit. 
And thus her mind declares. 
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My honour wants no Hedtor 
To be its hern protedlor ; 

No Myrmidon to frighten, 

But Phaon to delight in ; 

So, captain, inarch along* 

’Tisg entie wit and breeding. 

Is worth a lady’s heeding ; 

No hopes our hearts of gain 
Without firft entertaining ; 

So let me have a fong. 

But juft then in the nick, Sir, 

A fquire of filver quick, Sir, 

With gold-knot on his rapier. 

Who well could cut a caper. 

Now play’d before her eyes. 

His air and drefs fo taking. 

Without the pains of ipeaking, 

This molt engaging youngfter, 

By far outlhone the fongfeer. 

And danc’d cif with the prize. 
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S'-ir.ff at the Nonsensical Club. 

^ J J ^ 

* 

^\_LL wlii rrjfi cal people, come ’hither. 

And chnfe a noufenficai ftrain ; 

For vvho’d be a wit in hot weather, 

T J endanger the lofs of his brain ? 

1 

>Tis nonfenfe we fing, and we deal in. 

And generoufly dole it about. 

And if common-fenfe chance to fteal in. 

We kick the precife rafeal out. 

* 

Whereof, forafmuch, notwithftanding, 

Moreover, to wit, furthermore ; 

h 

Sure never were words fo commanding, 

So fwcetly adapted before# 

Thus free from reftraint on we rattle, 

by no precepts nor rules ; 

Wiiilil thofe who in form prittL prattle, 

Are nothing but fenfible fools. 

* 

Should nonfenfe from human kind fever, 

What numbers mu ft ftralght away run ! 

The beau pick his te;th mu it for ever. 

The chatthing coquet be undoxic. 
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The be rds wo ill a hove little ro v; rite on,, 
The 1 -i w y er s ha vs i a li e to i a y , 

The crificks woa’u nought have to bite on, 
The non.- cons not know how to pray. 


* 


LLfide^, for a plague wit is fent ye. 

Its owners for ever arc poor ; 

Whilf: non fen fe is veiled with plenty. 
Whereof you may fee now therefore. 
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IHE AGED LOVER RENOUNCETH LOVE; 

AN OLD BALLAD. 

T 

Lot he that I did love. 

In youth that I thought fweet, 

As time requires ; for my behove 
Melhinks they are not meet. 

hly lulls they do me leave, 

Mv fancies ail are fled ; 

And tvatt of them begins to weave 
Grey hairs upon my head. 

For age with dealing Heps, 

1 lath claw’d me with his crutch, 

And iufty youth away he leaps, 

As there had been none fuch* 
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jjy mufe *^ r ■> not delimit 
Me, as Uie did before ; 

Hy hand and pen are not in plight. 

As they have been of yore. 

For reafon me denies 
All youthly idle rhime; 

And day by day to me the cries. 

Leave off thefe toys in time. 

The wrinkles in my brow, 

The furrows in my face, 

Say, Limping age will lodge him now, 
Where youth muft. give him place. 

The harbinger of death, 

To me I fee him ride ; 

The cough, the cold, the gafping breath, 

Doth bid me to provide. 

A pickaxe and a fpade. 

And eke a (hrouding fheet, 

A houfe of clay for to be made 
For fuch a gueft moft meet. 

Methinks I hear the clerk. 

That knolls the careful knell, 

And bids me leave my weary work,. 

Ere nature me compel. 

L 2 
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My keepers knit the knot* 

‘That, youth doth laugh to fcorn. 

Of me that {hail be clean forgot. 

As I had ne’er been born. 

Thus mu ft I youth give up, 

Whole badge I long did wear : 

To them I yield the wanton cup, 
That better may it bear. 

I.o here the bared fcnll ; 

13 y whofe bald fign I know. 

That Hooping age away fhall pull 
What youthful years did fow. 

Ear beauty with her band, 

The i e crooked cares had wrought. 

And (hipp'd me into the land 

F r o m whence I fir ft was brought* 

A::J vc that bide behind, 

fiavj you none other trnft ? 

A > ye of clay were call by kind, 

So lh. ill ve turn to duft. 
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A SCOTCH BALLAD. 

i Sung at Vauxhall. 

A LL on the pleafant banks of Tweed 

Young Jockey won my heart ; 

None tun’d fo Iweet his oaten reed, 

None fung with fo much art : 

His ikilful tale, 

Did fcon prevail 
To make me fondly love him ; 

But now he hies, 

Nor hears my cries, 

I would I ne’er had feen him. 

When firft wc met, the bonny Twain 
Of nought but love could fay : 

Oh ! give (he cry’d) my heart again. 
You’ve ftolc my heart away ; 

Or elle incline, 

To give me thine. 

And I’ll together join them ; 

My faithful heart 
Will never part. 

Ah ! why did I believe him ! 

Not now my flighted face lie knows, 

H is Tood ^forgotten dear ; 

To a wealthier lafs o’erjoy’d he goes, 
To breathe his fallhood there : 



V 
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Id id a ken Kate, 

Tiie iV/ain's a cheat. 

Not for a moment trud him : 
For mining 'jold, 

O r ' 

Ide's bought and fold, 

1 wou’d I had not teen him. 
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Sun a at Vauxhau. 
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O chucc o'er the plain the fox cr the hare 
iuen plea! are no fpoi t can e'er bring ; 

It ban i 111 .s i.-rrow, and chives away care. 

And makes us more bled; than a king : 
Whenever we hear the found of the horn. 

Our hearts arc tranfported with joy ; 

We rife and embrace, with the earlieft dawn, 

A p.ntime that never can cloy. 


O'er t ir’-'v.vr and h'.lls our game vre purfuc, 
v o I.,.'.' er our bread can invade ; 

i * 

i> ia full cry our joys will renew* 
reale the pieafures difplay’d : 
i. j 1 ’ d j m our confcience never alarms, 
YA live fr.e from envy and flriie ; 

! i i v.itii a lpouie return to her fi r rn c | 

f.*. c juief:, and conjugal Hie. 
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The courtier who toils o’er matters of date. 
Can ne’er fuch a happinefs know ; 

The grandeur and pomp enjoy’d by the great* 
Can ne’er inch a comfort beftow : 

Our days pais away in icenes ot ds light. 

Our pleafure’s ne’er taken a mi is ; 

We hunt all the day, and revel all night ; . 
What joy can be greater than this ? 


*y> *>> ►>> *>> •>> *>»> *>> *>> <-<-* 

A FAVOURITE SONG. 


P RAY don’t flcep or think, 

But give us fome drink. 

For ’faith I’.n moft plaguily dry ; 

VV ine chears up the foul. 

Then fiil up the bowl, 

For ere long you all know we mud die- 

Yeflerday’s gone. 

This day is our own. 

To • morrow we never may fee ; 
Thought caufcs us frmrt, 

h ^ 

And cats up the heart. 

Then let us be jovial and free- 

H 

The world is a cheat* 

Wiili a face counterfeit, 
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And freedom and mirth difeommends ; 

But here we may puff, 

Speaking our thoughts, fing, and laugh, 
For all here are maibnsand triends. 
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Sung in the Honest Yorkshirhman. 


C/y OME hither my country fquire, 

Take friendly initrudtions from me : 

The lords fhall admire 

Thy tafte in attire, 

The ladies ill all languifh for thee. 

Such flaunting, gallanting, and jaunting. 
And frolicking thou fhalt fee, 

Thou ne’er, like a clown, 

Shall quit London’s fweec town, 

To live in thine own country. 

A fkimming-difh hat provide. 

With iittle more brim than lace : 

Nine hairs on a fide, 

To a pigtail ty’d. 

Will fet off thy jolly broad face. 

Such Haunting, &c. 

Go cret thee a footman’s frock, 

u ' 

A cudgel quite up to thy nofc ; 
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Then frixe like a fhock, 

And pi ai tier thy block, 

And buckle rli y fhoes at the toes. 

Such flaunting" *&c. 

■ 

4 

A brace of ladies fair 
To pleafure thee (hall drive ; 

In a chaife and pair 

They lhall take the air* 

And thou on the box fhalt drive. 

Such flaunting, &c. 

Convert thy acres to cafli. 

And faw thy timber down ; 
i Who’d keep fuch a traih. 

And not cut a ilalh. 

Or enjoy the delights of the town ? 

Such flaunting, gallanting, and jaunting, 
And frolicking thou ihalt fee. 

Thou ne’er, like a clown. 

Shall quit London’s fwet town. 

To live in thine own country* 


l 

i 


i 


130 S O N G S T E R. 

I 

THE HAPPY M I 1* K M A N. 

Written by Mr. Hawkins* 

A. ^ .... * ^ 

Yoanir Sallv he faw littinir under a thorn : 

L ■ J C* 

Amaz’d at her beauty, her Hi ape, and her mien, 
He vow’d fhe was lovely, and thought her a queen. 

Thus faying, he haften’d up clofe to the maid ; 
Then laid down his yoke, and intreated her aid: 
So i\veetiy he prefs’d her, fo fweet play’d his part, 
Thar, would you fuppofe it l he won her fond 

heart. 

At firft fhe look’d modeft, and feem’d to refill, 
And cry’J, Do not teize me; I will no be kifs’d; 
But he his perfuafions fo fweetly apply’d, 

She kindly confented fhe would be his bride. 

Then ftraight to the church they both tript it {g 

free. 

Where they were united by Hymen’s decree ; 

And now are as chearful as birds on the fpray : 

No monarch’s more bice ft, nor fo happy as they.. 


* 



SONGSTER. 


1 3 l 


A FAVOURITE SONG. 

T HAT all men are beggars, wc plainly may fee. 

For beggars there are of ev’ry degree, 

Thro’ none are fo blefb’d or fo happy as we. 

Which nobody can deny, deny ; which no body- 
can deny. 

The tradesman he begs that his wares you would 

buy, 

Then begs -you’d believe the price is not high, 

And fwears ’tis his trade, when he tells you a lye. 
Which nobody can deny, Sec. 

h 

The lawyer he begs that you’d give him a fee, 
Tho’ he reads not your brief, or regards not your 

plea, 

But advifes your foe how to get a decree. 

Which nobody can deny, &c. 

The courtier he begs for a penfion or place, 

A ribband or title, or fmile from his grace, 

; Tis due to his merit, ’tis writ in his face. 

Which nobody cau deny, Sec. 

But if, by mi (hap, he fliould chance to get one, 

He i^gs you’d believe that the nation’s undone ; 


r 

I 


I 
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THE HAPPY MILKMAN 


* H J ' 

Written by Mr. Havpjcj(?s. 


S Joe with his pails went a milking one morn,, 
Young Sally he faw fitting under a thorn : 
Amaz’d at her beauty, her fhape, and her mien, 
lie vow’d {he was lovely, and thought her a queen.. 


Thus faying, he haften’4 up clofe to the maid ; 
Then laid down his yoke, and intreated her aide 
So fweetly he prefs’d her, fo fweet play’d his part,. 
That, would you fuppofe it? he won. her fond’ 

heart. 


At firft (he look’d modeft, and feem’d to refill, 
And cry’d, Do not teize me; I will no be kifs’d: 
But he his perfuafions fo fweetly apply ’d, 

h 

She kindly confented (he would be his bride. 
Then ftraight to the church they both tript it fo 

free. 

Where they were united by Hymen’s decree ; 
And now are as chearful as birds on the fpray : 
No monarch’s more blefl, nor fo happy as they.. 
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A FAVOURITE SONG* 

rp 

1 HAT all men are beggars, vrc plainly may fee, 
por beggars there are of evVy degree, 

Thro* none are fo blefs’d or 4b happy as we. 

Which nobody cab deny, deny ; 'which no body 
can deny* 

The tradefman he begs that his wares you would 

buy, 

Then begs you’d believe the price is not high. 

And fwears ’tis his trade, when he tells you a lye. 
Which nobody can deny, &c. 

The lawyer he begs that you’d ‘give him a fee. 

The* he reads not your brief, or regards not youc 

plea, 

But advifes your foe how to get a decree. 

Which nobody can deny, &c. 

The courtier he begs for a penfion or place, 

A ribband or title, or fmile from his grace, 

9 Tis due to his merit, ’tis writ in his face* 

Which nobody can deny, &c. 

But if, by rnifhap, he fliould chance to get one, 

He l*gs you’d believe that the nation’s undone ; 
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There’s but one hone ft man, and himfelf is that 

one, 

Which nobody dare deny, Icc. 

The fair- one £he labours whole mornings at home, 
New charms to create, and much; paint to confume. 
Yet begs you’d believe ’tis her natural . bloom. , 
Which nobody ihould deny, fee. 

The courtier he begs the dear nymph to. comply; 
She begs he’d begone ; yet with languifhing eye 
Still begs he would day, for a maid the can’t die, 
Which none. but a tool can deny, deny ; which 
none but a fool can deny. 


''trrli 'W'fH hdrta 2? •**% * 


A FAVOURITE SONG. 

A H ! how vainly mortals treafure 

Hopes of happjnefs and pleafure, 

Hard and doubtful to obtain : 

By what ftandards falfe we meafure l 
Still purfuing ways to ruin, 

Seeking blifs, and finding pain. 
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Sttlg in the Wires Ritmois. 

■W 

]Vl ASTER Jenkins fmok’d his pipe. 
And fwore he’d ne’er be married, 

h 

But ’gain ft each huihand threw feme wipe. 
Or dry jeft droll y carried* 

Matter Jenkins thought a wife 
The greateft mortal evil. 

And fwore to lead a husband’s life 

i 

Muft be' the very devil. 

Mailer Jenkins fmok’d his pipe 
At home, content, and married, 
Regardlefs of each fneer or wipe. 

Or dry jeft drolly carried : 

Matter Jenkins fwore a wife 
Was not fo great an evil ; 

And any but a husband’s life 
Was now the very devil* 

■ 

T 

Matter Jenkins fmok'd his pipe. 

And had been feme months married ; 
Severely now he felt each wipe, 

For horns the poor man carried ; 

Matter Jenkins curs’d his wife, 

And fwore of fuch an evil 
To get well quit he’d part with life, 

Or feud her to the devil. 

M 
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ROJJIN HOOD* 


blitM as the linnet fings in the green wood, 
So blithe we'll wake the morn ; 

And, thro' the wide foreft of merry Sherwood, 
We'll wind the bugle horn* 

The fheriff attempts to take bold Robin Hood ; 

Bold Robin difdains to fly ; 

Let him come when he will, we'il in merry Sher- 
wood 

Or vanquilh, boys, or die. 

Our hearts they are flout, and our bows they are 

good. 

As well their matters know ; 

They’re cut in the foreft of merry Sherwood, 
And ne'er will fpare a foe. 

Our arrows (hall drink of the fallow-deers blood; 

We’ll hunt them o’er the plain ; 

And thro’ the wideforeft of merry Sherwood, 

No (haft fhall fly in vain. 

Brave Scarlet and John, who were never fubdu'd, 
Gave each his hand fo bold ; 

We’ll reign thro’ the foreft of merry Sherwood; 
What fay, my hearts of gold ! 
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* 

the virgin monitor. 

Sung at Vauxhall. 

Y E* virgins of Britain, who wifely attend 
The dictates of reafon, who value a friend. 

Come lift tomy counfel, andmarkwhat I-fay ; 

Ye damfels beware of the dangers of May. 

Tho* guarded by virtue’s all foftering hand ; 

Tho* modefty lend you her magical wand ; 

Tho’ innocence deck you with fpotlefs array, 

* 

Ye damfels beware of the dangers of May. 

When fir ft the gay beauties of nature appear, 

And Phoebus* bright fmile c hears the juventl© 

year ; 

When the birds chant their amorous notes from 

each fpray, 

Ye damfels beware of the dangers of May* 

Should Flora propofe you* the vernal delight 
Her delicate paintings exhibit to fight : 

Ih her meadows and fields (hould you frolic and 

play. 

Beware, O beware of the dangers of May. 

When the blood brifkly flows, the all -eloquent eyes 
Reveal ev’ry fecret the heart would difguife ; 

M 2 
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The bofom quick-painting with force feems to fay, 
*Tis hard to refill all the dangers of May* 

Should this amorous youth, this fofc fcene to im- 
prove. 

With ardour implore the reward of his love s 
If Hymen attend you, his di&ates obey. 

For wedlock removes all the dangers of May* 


THE TEAK. 

i ' 

Written by the late Queen of Denmark* 

TT 

JL 1. OW prone the bofom is to figh ! 

H ow prone to weep, the human eye ! 

As thro 1 this painful life we (leer,. 

This valley of the figh and tear. 

When by the heart with forrow griev'd, 

A thoufand blefilngs are receiv'd, 

With ev'ry comfort that can chear ; 

'Tis then bright virtue's grateful tear. 

When ev'ry parting pang is o'er. 

And friends long abfent meet once more* 
Fraught with delight, and love (incere ; 

'Tis then fweet fricndlhip’s joyful tear. 
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When two fond lovers doom’d to party 
Feel deadly pangs invade their hearty 
Torn from the object each holds dear % 
’Tis then, O then ! the parting tear. 

When wretches, on the earth reclin’d. 
Their doom of condemnation fign’d, 
(The end of earthly being near ;) 

’Tis then foft pity’s gentle tear. 

If on feme lovely creature’s face. 

Rich in proportion, colour, grace, 

A pearly drop (hould once appear ; - 
’Tis then the lovely, beauteous tear. 

When mothers, (O! the grateful fight) 
Their children view with fond delight ; . 
Surrounded by a -charge fo dear, 

Tis then the fond, maternal tear. 

When lovers fee the beauteous maid. 

To whom their fond attention’s paid. 
With confcious blufhing fobs draw near $ 
’Tis then the lovely, pleading tear. 

When two dear friends, of kindred mind. 
By ev’ry gen’rous tie conjoin’d. 

Behold their dreaded parting near, 

’Tis then, O then ! the bitter tear. 

M s 
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But when the wretch, with fins opprefs’dj 
Strikes in an agony his bread 
When torn with guilt* remorfe, and fear ; 
5 Tis then the bed* the faving tear. 



FANNY OF THE DALE* 

Written by Mr* Cunningham* 

L E T the declining damalk rofe 
With envious grief look pale ; 

The fummer bloom more freely glows 
In Fanny of the dale* 

Is there a fweet that decks the field* 

Or fcents the morning gale. 

Can fuch a vernal fragrance yield*. 

As Fanny of the dale i 

The painted belles, at court rever'd. 

Look lifelefs, cold, and Kale : 

How faint their beauties, when compar'd 
With Fanny of the dale ! 

■ 

The willow binds Fadora's brows* 

Her fond advances fail : 

For Damon pours his warmed vows 

To Fanny of the dale i 



SONGSTER 


*39 


Might honeft truth, at laft, fucceed. 
And artlefs love prevail : 

Thrice happy could he tune his reed 
With Fanny of the dale 1 


A FATOU&1TE.S.ONC. 


J OLLY mortals, fill your glaffes ; 

Noble deeds are done by wine ; 

Scorn the nymph and all her graces : 

Who’d for love or beauty pine ? 

Look upon this bowl that’s flowing, 

And a thoufand charms you’ll find, n 
More than in Chloe when juft going 
In the moment to be kind ! 

Alexander hated thinking ; 

Drank about at council board ; 

Made friends, aLnd gain’d the world by chinking? 
More than by his conquering fword. 
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Sung at Vauxhall< 


/ 7 \ H ! Chloris, could I now but /It 
As unconcern’d as when 
Your infant beauty could beget 
No happinefs nor pain ! 

When I this dawning did admire* . 

And pray’d the coming day, 

I little thought that rifing fire 
Would take my reft away. 

Your charms in harmlefs childhood lay 
As metals in a mine ; 

Age from no face takes more away 
Than youth conceal’d in thine : 

But as your charms infenfibly 
To their perfections preft, 

So love, as unperceiv’d, did fly. 

And center’d in my bread* 

My paffion with her beauty grew, . 

While Cupid, at my heart, 

Still as his mother favour’d you, 

Threw a new flaming dart : 

Each gloried in their wauton part ; 

To make a beauty, lhe 
Employ’d the utmofl of her a- * 

To make a lover, he. 
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Sung ac Vauxhall. 

T E L L me, lafles, have you feen, 
Latelv wandering o’er the green, 
Beautv’s fon, a little boy, 

Full oif frolic, mirth, and joy ? 

If you know his (belter, fay ; 

He’s, from Venus gone a ft ray : 

Tell me, lafles, have you.feen 
Such a one trip o’er the green ? 


By thefe marks the god you’ll know,. 
O’er his (boulder hangs a bow, ' 

And a quiver fraught with darts, 
Poifon fure to human hearts : 

Tho* he’s naked, little, blind. 

He can triumph o’er the mind. 

Tell me, lafles, &c. 

Subtle as the lightning’s wound. 

Is his piercing arrow found ; 

While the bofom’d heart it pains. 
Mo external mark remains ; 

Reafon’s (hield itfelf is broke. 

By the unfufpeaed ftroke. 

Tell .roe, lafles, &c. 
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Oft the urchin’s feen to lie 
Bafking in the funny eye : 

Or his deftin’d prey he feeks 

On the maiden’s rofy cheeks : 

Snowy breads, or curling hair*. 

Oft conceal his pleafing fnare. 

Tell me lafTes, Icc* 

She that the recefs reveals 
Where the god himfelf conceals* 

Shall a kifs receive this night 
From him who is her heart’s delight ; 
To Venus let her bring the boy* 

Sh^ fhall tafle love’s fweeteft joy* 

Tell me, laffes, have you feen 
Such a one trip o’er the green ? ‘ 




A FAVOURITE SON .G* 

N OW hear me* dear Nanny, nor treat with dif- 

dain 

The voice of my paflion, the words of my pain ; 
Thou dearfource of all, ’cis to you I complain* 
Then pr’y thee, now hear me* dear Nanny 1 

By all thofe bright charms that appear in your 

face* 

By thofe eyes far outfhining bright Phcebus’s rays* 
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J y thy bofom where dwells ev’ry virtue and grace* 

I befeech thee to hear me, dear Nanny ! 

By thy Tweet ruby lips, where true eloquence 

dwells, 

Whofeiweets all the fweets of fam’d Hybla excels* 
Whofe accents alone all my anguifti expels, 

I befeech thee to hear me, dear Nanny! 

By thy dear eft dear felf, fraught with charms fo 

complcat, 

By all that is lovely, and all that is fweet, 

By love, that now snakes me to figh at your feet* 

1 befeech thee to hear me, dear Nanny ! 

By Hymen’s bright torch, and by Gupid’s bright 

flame. 

By all that you love, and by all lean name. 

By your fpotlefs honour, your virtue and fame* 

I befeech thee to hear me, dear Nanny ! 


Sung at Vauxhali-. 


vjr AY Damon long ftudyM my heart to obtain, 
The prettieft young fhepherd that pipes on the 

plain ; 

I’d hear his foft tale, then declare ’twas amifs. 

And I’d often fay No, when I long’d to fay Yes. 
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Lift Valentine’s day to our cottage he came ( 

And brought me two lambkins to witaefi his 

flame ; 

Oh ! take thefe (he -cry’d) thou, more fair than 

their fleece ! 

I could hardly fay No, tho* afham’d to fay Yes. 

Soon after, one morning, we fat in the grove, 

He prefs’d my hand hard, and in fighs breath’d his 

love ; 

Then tenderly afk’d, if I’d grant him a kifs ? 

I defign’d to’ve faid No, but oniftook, and faid Yes. 

h 

At this, with delight, his heart danc’d in his 

bread ; 

Ye gods (he cryM) Chloe will now make me bled; 
Come, let’s to the church, and (hare conjugal blifs; 
To prevent being teiz’d, I was forc’d to fay Yes. 

I ne’er was lo pleas’d with a word in my life ; 

I ne’er was fo happy cs fince I’m a wife : 

Then take, ye young damfels, my counfel in this ; 
You mud #11 die old maids, if you will not fay Yes* 


i 


f 
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A HUNTING CANTATA. 

+ 1 

Sung 2t Vauxhall. 

Recitatiti. 

H ARK, the horn calls away ; 

Come the grave, come the gay ; 

Wake to mu fie that wakens the (kies. 

Quit the bondage of floth, and arife* 

A ip.* 

From the Eaft breaks the morn. 

See the fun beams adorn 
The wild heath, and the mountains fo high $ 
Shrilly opes the (launch hound. 

The deed neighs to the found. 

And the floods and the vallies reply* 

Our forefathers fo good 
Prov’d their greatnefs of blood. 

By encountering the hart and the boar ; 

Ruddy health bloom’d the face. 

Age and youth urg’d the chace, 

And taught woodlands and fore (Is to roar* 

Hence of noble defeent, 

h 

Hills and wilds we frequent, 

N 


/ 
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Where the bofom of nature's reveal'd.* 
Though in life's bufy day, 

Man of-man makes a prey, 

Still let ours be the prey of the field. 

* 

i 

With the chace in full fight, 

Gods ! how great the delight ! 

How our moral fenfations refine ! 
Where is care, where is fear ; 

Like the winds, in the rear ; 

And the man’s loll in fomething divine. 

Now to horfe, my brave boys ; 

Lo ! each pants for the joys 

That anon (hall enliven the whole : 
Then at eve we'll difmount, 

Toils and pleafures recount, 

And renew the chace over the bowl. 



Sung in Cymon. 

I Laugh, and I fing, k 
1 am bllthefome and free. 
The rogue's little. Uing 
It can never reach me ; 

For with fal, la, la, la ! 
And ha, ha, .ha, ha ! 

It can never reach me. 



I 
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My (kin is fo tough, 

Or fo blinking is he. 

He can’t pierce my buff} 

Or he mifles poor me. 

For with fal, la, la, la ! 

And ha, ha, ha, ha 1 
He railTes'poor me. 

l 

■ 

O, never be dull. 

By the fad willow* tree 
Of mirth be brimful, 

p 

And run over like 1 me. 

For with fa!, la, la, la 1 
And ha, ha, ha, ha \ 

Run over like me. . 



t 


SU RE YOU WILL NOT LEAVE ME. 
* 

f 

Sung at Vauxhall. 

HEN fir ft ye woo’d me to comply. 

And taught my heart to flutter, 

Youfaid you ne’er wou’d from me fly, 

As plain as tongue con’d utter ; 

That you’d be ev’ry thing that’s dear, 

Of joy you’d not bereave me ; 

I’d all to hope, and nought to fear. 

Then fure you will not leave me* 
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Were I fo wickedly inclin'd, 

I might abufe the leifurc ; 

I know who wou’d be fond and kind. 

And think attendance pleafure : 

But I to honour will be true. 

And never once deceive ye ; 

What's juft* to plighted love I'll do, 

Then fure you will not leave me. 

Say, fay the word you will not go, 

Nor cruel let me find ye. 

With you all rifk and toil I’ll know. 

But cannot ftay behind ye. 

Tho’ left on Tweed’s or Thames’ fmppth fide, 

i 

Your abfence fure would grieve me ; 

O what a pain it is to chide 1 

Sure, fure you will not leave me* 

####*#####•***#%• 

T H E lilies of France, and fair Englifli rofe, 

■ 

Could never agree, as old hiftory {hows ; 

But our Edwards and Henrys, thofc lilies have 

♦ 

t orn 

And in their rich ftandards fuch enfigns have 

borne, 

To (hew Liiat Old England, beneath her ftrong 

lance, 

Has humbled the pride and the glory of France* 
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What would thefe monfieurs ! would they know 

how they ran, 

■ 

Only look at the annals of glorious queen Anne ; 
We beat them by fea, and we beat them by land. 
When Marlbrough and RulTel 'enjoy’d the com* 

mand; 

We’ll beat them again, boys, fo let them advance. 
Old England defpifes the infults of France* 

Then let the great monarch aflemble his hoft. 

And threaten invafion to England’s fair coaft $ 

We bid them defiance, fo let them come on. 

Have at them, their bufinefs will quickly be done : 
Monfieurs, we will teach you a new Englifh dance, 
To our Grenadiers March, which will frighten all 

France. 

•1 

Let’s take up our mufkets, and gird on our fwords. 
And. monfieurs ihall find us as good as our words; 
Beat drums and found trumpets, huzza to cur king. 
Then welcome Belleifie with what troops thou canft 

bring; 

Huzza for Old England, who with firong pointed 

lance, 

* 

Shall humble the pride and the glory of France* 

N 3 
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MAKE HAY WHILE THE SUN SHINES. 


*HP 

1 I S a maxim I hold# whilft I live to purfue. 
Not a thing to defer, which to-day I can do : 
This piece of good counfel attend to, I pray. 

For while the fun fnines is the time to make hay. 


Attend the dear nymph to an arboitr or grove. 

In her ear gently pour the foft poifon of loves 
With kiffes and prefles your rapture convey. 

For while the fun Ihines is the time to make hay, 

t 

- + 

If Chloe is kind, and gives ear to your plaint, 

Declare your whole fentiments free from reftraint s 
Enforce your petition, and make no delay, 

Eor while the fun fliines is the time to make hay. 

But fhonld you the prefent occafion let pafs. 

The world m 3 y with juftice proclaim you an afs : 
Then brilkly attack her, if longer you flay. 

The fun may not fliine and you cannot make hay. 



SONGSTER 


*5* 


THE COMFORTS OF HOPE. 

f 


L .OVELY maid, now ceafe to languid* . 

# t i 

Yield not thus thy mind to woe $ 

Look behind the clouds of anguith, 
Chearing beams of comfort glow. 

M 

Let enliv’ning Hope elate thee,' . 

Hope that points to fairer ikies ; , 

Think, the traniient ills that. wait thee, , 
Are but bl effing sin difguife. . ‘ 

i 

* Be not by diftrefs dejeAed ; 

Shrink not from affliction’s hand: 

4 

Falfehood is from truth detected 

4- * 

By the kind enchantrefs*- wand- . 

Sage inftruCtrefs, fte ft all train thee ; . 

Steady virtue teach thy heart ; 

Sharp, but ft ort- liv'd pains, a wart thee ; 
Endlefs b'leffings to impart. 


i 
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r 

THE LASS CF THE MILL. 

4 

HO has e'er been at Baldock mud ueeds 
know the mil!, 

At the fign of the horfe, at the foot of the hill ; 
Where the grave and the gay, the clown and the 

beau* 

Without all diftinftion promifeuoufly go- 

h 

The man of the mill has a daughter fo fair. 

With fo pleating a fhape, and fo winning an air. 

That once on the ever- green bank as I flood, 

I fwore (he was Venus, juft fprung from the flood. 

But looking again, I perceiv'd toy miftake. 

For Venus, tbo* fair, has the look of a rake ; 
While nothing but virtue and modefty fill 
The more beautiful looks x>f the lafs of the mill- 

i 

Prometheus ftole fire, as the poets all fay, 

To enliven that mafs which he roodell'd of clay*; 
Had Polly been there* .the beams of her eyes • 
Had fav’d him the trouble cf robbing the ikies- 

■ 

Since firft I beheld this dear lafs of the mill, 

I can ne'er be at quiet, but do what I will, 

All the day and all night I figh and think ilill, 

I (hall die if I have not this lafs of the mill* 
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Sung in tile ‘Custom of the M'a&o** 

r * 

+ ' . ^ 

'W^ HEN the rofe is in bud, and bine violets 

blow, 

* 

And the birds fing ns love-fongs from eyerT 

bough ; 

When cow flips and d a ifies* and daffodils fpread*. 
Adorning, perfuming the flowery* mead ; 
t Our cleanly mijk.pail 

w m 

Is fill’d with brown. ale ; 

> " 

Our table, our table's the graft : 

There we fit and we iing, 

And we dance in a ring. 

And e very lad has his lafs* 


When without the* plough the fat oxen do low. 
The lads and the lafies a (beep- Cheating go ; 

Our fhepherd (hears his jolly, jolly fleece. 

How much richer than that which they fay was 

in Greece ! 

’Tis our cloth, and our food. 

And our politic blood ; 

'Tis the feat which our nobles all (it on ; 

■ I 

'Tis a mine above ground* 

Wnere our trea Hire’s all found ; 

' Pis the gold and the filver of Britain* 
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■■ 

* 

G ENTITY .touch the warbling lyre* 

Chioe fee ms inclin’d to reft ; 

Fill her foul with fond defire, 

Softeft notes will footh her breaft*. 
Pleafiug dreams affi;l in love, 

Let them all propitious prove* 

* — . 

■ 

On the rooCy bank fhe lies, 

(Nature’s verdant velvet^bed) 
Beauteous flowers meet her eyes,. 

Forming pillows for her head. 
Zephyrs waft their odours round, . 

And indulging whifpers found. 


M 


Sung at Vauxkall, 


Y former time, how brifk and gay, 
So bli’ lie was I, as blithe could be ; 

p 

'But now I’m fad, ah ! well-aday, 

For my true love is gone to fea* 


The lads purfue, I'ftrive to fiiun, 
Their wheedling, arts are loft on me 
For l to death {hall love but one, 
And he, alas 1 is gone to fea. 
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As droop the flow’r.s till light return, 
As 'mourns the dove its abfefat fhe ; 
So will I droop, fo will I mourn. 

Till my true love returns from feat* 


Sung in the Paovok'd Husband. 

o H, I'll have a hufband ! ay, marry ; 

For why fhould I longer tarry 
Than other brilk girls have done ? 

For if I ftay, till l grow grey. 

They’ll call me old maid, and fully old jade 
So I’ll no longer tarry ; 

But I’ll have a husband, ay marry, 

If money dan buy me one* 

* 

My mother {ht fays I'm too coming ; 

.And Kill in my ears Ihe is drumming. 

That I fuch vain thoughts Ihould Ihun. 
My lifters they cry, O fye ! O fye ! 

But yet I can fee, they’re as coming as me ; 
So let me have husbands in plenty ; 

I’d rather have twenty times twenty* 

Then die an old maid undone* 
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W 

Sung in the Reprisal. 

r 

ROM the naan whom I love, tho’ my heart I 
• difguife, 

I will freely defcribe the wretch t defpife ; 

And if he has fenfe but to balance a draw. 

He will furcly take a hint from the pi&ure I draw. 


A wit without fenfe, without fancy a beau, 

Like a parrot he chatters, and (trc*£s like; a crow ; 
A peacock in pride, in grimace a baboon ; 

In courage a hind, in conceit a gafcoon. 


As a vulture rapacious, in falOiood a fox, 

* 

Inconftant as waves, and unfeeling as rocks ; 

As a tyger ferocious, perverfe as a hog. 

In mifchicf an ape, and in fawning a dog. 

In a word, to fum up all his talents together, 

H is heart is of lead* and his brains are of feather : 
Yet if he has but fenfe to balance a draw, 

He will fure take a hint from the picture I draw. 


SONGSTE R. 


A FREE- MASON'S SONG 

E have no idle prating* 

Of either whig or tory ; 

But each agrees 
To live at eafe* 

And fing or tell a ftory. 

Fill to him* 

To the brim* 

Let it round the table roll : 

The divine 
Tells us wine 

Chears the body and the foul* * 

We're always men of pleafure, 

Defpifing pride and party ; 

While knaves and fools* 

Prefcribe us rules* 

We are fincere and hearty. 

Fill to him* &c« 

If an accepted Mafon 
Should talk of high or low church ; 
We'll fet him down 
A (hallow crown* 

And underftand him no church. 

Fill to him* See. 

O 



I 
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The world is all in darknefs ; 

About us they conje&ure. 

But little think 
A fong and drink 
Succeed a Mufcn’s lecture. 

Fill to him, &c. 

Then landlord bring a hogfhead. 

And in the corner place it $ 

Till it rebound 
With hollow found. 

Each Mafon here will face it. 

Fill to him. 

To the brim, 

Let it round the table roll.; 

The divine 
Tells us wine 

Ch ears the body and the foul. 




THE MILLER’S WEDDING. 


L 


SAVE, neighbours, your work, and to fport 
and to play, 

Let the tabor ftrike up and the village be gay. 

No day thro* the year lkall more chearful be feen. 
For Ralph of the mill marries Sue of the green. 


4 
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I love Sue, and Sue loves me, 

» f t 

And while the wind blows. 

And while the mill goes. 

Who’ll be fb happy, fo happy as we ? 

Let lords and fine folks* who fcr wealth take a 

bride. 

Be married to-d*ay» and to-morrow be cloy’d ; 

My body is Hour, and my heart is as found. 

And my love, like my courage, will never give 

ground. 

I love Sue, See. 

F 

Let ladies of fafiiiou the beft jointers wed. 

And prudently take the beft bidders to bed ; 

Such figning and feaiing’s no part of our blifs. 

We fettle our hearts, and we feal with a klfs* 

* 

I love Sue, &c. 

i 

1 

Tho’ Ralph is not courtly, nor done of your 

beaus. 

Nor bounces, nor flatters, nor wears your fine 

cloaths ; 

In nothing he’ll borrow from folks of high life,' 
Nor e’er turn his back on, his* friend, or his wife. 

I love Sue, &c. 

While thus I am able to work at my mill, 

While thou art kind, and thy tongue but lies Bill ; 

O 3 
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Our joys fliall continue, and ever be new. 
And none be fo happy as Ralph and his 
I Jove Sue, and Sue loves me. 

And while the wind blows. 

And while the mill goes, 

Who’ll be fo happy, fo happy as we 







THI KING’S ANTHEM. 

G OD fave great George our king ! 

Long live our noble king, 

God fave the king ! 

Send him victorious. 

Happy and glorious, 

Long to reign over us, 

God fave the king. 

O Lord, our God, arife, 

Scatter his enemies. 

And make them fall : 

Confound their politicks, 

Fruftrate their knavilh tricks ; 

§■ ^ 

On him our hopes we fix ; 

God fave us all. 


Thy choiceft: gifts in ftore, 

Oh George be pleas’d to pour, 
Long may he reign ; 
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May he defend our laws* 
jind ever give us caufe* 

To fing with heart and voice* 

God fave the king* 


>C»000<>OC:'<X>*S>*^0<KX**<>< XXS O 
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A FAVOURITE SONG 


JLiET afet of fober affes 
Rail againft the joys of drinking* 
While water, tea* 

And milk agree* 

To fet cold brains a thinking ; 
Power and wealth* 

■ 

Beauty, health* 

Wit and mirth in wine are crown’d 
Joys abound* 

Pleafure’s found 

* 

Only where the glafs goes round. 

m * 

* 

The ancient fc&s on happinefs 
All differ’d in opinion 5 
But wifer rules 
Of modern fchools* 

In wine fix their dominion. 

Power and wealth* &c. 

Wine gives the lover vigour* 

Makes glow the cheeks of beauty* 

O 3 
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Makes poets write. 

And foldiers figlxc. 

And friendfhip do its duty. 

Power and wealth, St c. 

h 

Wine was the only Helicon, 

Whence poets are long* liv'd fo 
'Twas no other main 
Than brifk champaign. 

Whence Venus was deriv'd too*. 
Power and wealth, &c* 

k 

When heav'n in Pandora's box 
All kinds of ill had fent us* 

In a merry mood, 

A bottle of good. 

Was cork'd up, to content us*. 

* 

All virtues wine is nurfe to. 

Of ev'ry vice deftoyer. 

Gives dullards wit, 

Makes juft the cit, 

Truth forces from the lawyer.-. 
Power and wealth, &c« 

Wine lets onr joys a flowing. 

Our care and forrow drowning*. 
Who rails at the bowl,. 

Is a Turk in's foul, 
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And a chriftian ne’er fhouldowri him: 
Fo\ver*and wealth. 

h ^ 

Beauty, health, 

Wit and mirth in wine are crown’d : 

i 

Joys abound. 

Plea Hire’s found . 

Only where the glafs goes found. . 



t 




A T A V OVtlTE SORG. 

^/OME, all ye jolly Bacchanals, 
That love to tope good wine. 

Let u$ offer up a hoglhead 
Unto our matter’s ihrine. 

And a toping we wUl go, &c. 

Then let us drink, and never fhrink, . 

For I’ll give a reafon why ; 

5 Tis a great An to leave, a houfe. 

Till we’ve drank the cellar dry* 
And a toping, &c* 

In times of old I was a fool, 

1 drank the water clear ; 

But Bacchus took me froiti that rule, 
He thought ’twas too Tevert. 

And a toping, &c. 



1 
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He fill’d a goblet to the brim. 
And bade me- take a fup ; 
But had it been a gallon pot. 
By Jove I’d tofs'd it up. 
And a toping, &c. 


And ever fince that happy time*. 

Good wine has been my chear 
Now nothing puts me in a fwoon, . 
But water or fmall beer. 

And a toping, &c. 

Then let us tope about, my boys, 
And never flinch, nor fly ; 

But HU our fleins brimful of wine. 
And drain the bottles dry. 

And a toping we will go, &c. 



Sang in the Mafque of Alfred. 

w HEN Britain fir ft, at Heav’n’s command* 

Arofe from out the azure main ; 

This was the charter of .the land, 

And guardian angels fung this ftrain : 

Rule, Britannia, Britannia rule the waves 5 ; 
Britons never will be Haves* 


1 
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The stations not fo bled as thee, 

* Mu ft, in their tarns, to tyrants fall : 

Whilft thou fbalt ffourifh great and free, 

Thfe dread and envy of them all. ^ 

* % 

Rule, Britannia, &c. 

Still more tnajefttc (halt thou rile. 

More dreadful from each foreign ftroke j 

As the loud blaft that tears the ikies, 

■ 

Serves but to root thv native oak. 

4 

Rule, Britannia. See. 

b 

Thee haughty tyrants ne'er fliall tame ; - 
All their attemps to bend thee down. 

Will but aroufe thy gen’rous flame ; 

But work their woe s, and thy renown* 

Rule, Britannia, &c. 

■ 

% 

To thee belongs the rural reign. 

Thy cities (hall with commerce Ihine ; 

All thine {hall bfe the fubjeft main, 

And ev'ry fhore its circles thine. 

Rule, Britannia, &c. 

The mufes ftill with freedom found, 

Shall to thy happy 'coaft repair : 

Bleft ifle ! with matchlefs beauty crown'd. 

And manly hearts to guard the fair. 

Rule Britannia, Britannia rule the waves;., 
Britons never will be (laves. 
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* 

p 

THE I K F A L LI 2 LE DOCT OR. 


A. DVISE your friend,, grave man of art, 

T find a flrange, unufual fmart, 

? Tis here — fierce fymptoms at my heart. 

Difcover. 

h 

^is pleafure, pain, a mix’d degree. 

My pulfe examine, here’s you fee ; 

What think you can my ficknefs be ? 

A i I oven, 

4 

A lover ! — *tis my cafe, too fure !’ 

O eafe roy.ftraight— I* II not endure; 

Prefcribe, I’ll follow clofe the cure. 

.Take hope. 

But if fhe (fpite of fpeech or pen)- 
Prove coy, or falfe with other men, 

Ah, doftor !— what expedient then ! 

A rope. 


• O ■ !XV^>C^:X^^xx>!KX><XXX'k: :-<XX :i<X><>< 


Sung in the Jovial, crew. 


O woman her envy can fmother, 
Though never fo vain of her charms ; 
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•If 2 beauty fhe fpies in another. 

The pride of her heart it alarms. 

* 

h 

New conquefts file Hill mu(l be making# 

Or fancies her power* grows left ; 

Her poor little heart is ftill aching, 

At fight of another’s fuccefs. 

By nature defign’d, in love to mankind# 

That different beauties {houid move ; 

Still pleas’d to ordain, none ever (hould reign 
Sole monarch in empire of love. 

* * * H 

h 

Then learn to he wife, new triumphs defpife. 

And leave to your neighbours their due ; 

If one cannot plcafe, you’ll -find by degrees# 

You’ll not be contented with two j 

d 

No, no, you’ll not be contented with two* 



•f 

A FAVOURITE SONG. 


Sung at Vauxhall. 

p 1 

w O U ’ D you gain the tender creature i 

Softly, gently, kindly treat her : 

Suffering is the lover’s Part : 

Beauty by conftraint poflelfing. 
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You enjoy but half the blefhng ; 
Idfelefs charms, without the heart. 


Sung at Vavjcuaxl. 

A RISE, fweet meffengcr of morn* 
With thy mild beam our (kies adorn ; 
For, long as (hepherds pipe and play* 
This, this, (hall be a holy-day. 
Holy-day, holy-day, hbly-day. 

This, this, (hall be a holy- day. ‘ 

■\ 

See !. morn appears ; a rofy hue 
Steals foft o’er yonder orient blue ; 

Soon let us meet in trim aray. 

And frolick out this holy-day. 
Holy-day, holy-day, holy-day. 

And frolick out this holy -day. 

■ p V-I 
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CATCH E S 


***************** mm'* 

* 

t 

FOR FOUR VOICES. 

r 

t 

i ' 

jLiET the bells now ring, and let the boys fing, 
The young laiTes trip and play $ 

Let the cup go about, until it be cut. 

Our learned Vicar we’ll ftay. 

t 

* 

Let the pig turn round, hey merrily, hey. 

And then the fat goofe (hall fwim ; 

For verily, verily, verily, hey, 

_ • 

Our Vicar this day {hall be trim* 

* . 

The dew’d cock (hall crow, cock-a^doodle^do ; 

j 

Aloud cock a-doodle. (hall crow *: 

¥ 

The duck, and the drake, (hall fwim in a lake, 

Of onions and claret below* 

4 

We’ll labour and toil, to fertile the foil. 

And tyfhes (hall come thicker and thicker 5 
We’ll fall to the plough, and get children enow, 
And thou {halt be learned, O Vicar* 

P 
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FOR THREE VOICES. 




JTJL Hogfhead was offer'd to Bacchus his fhrine, 
The god was offended becaufe ’twas white-wine i 

Then curft in a paffion, damn’t, rot it, and mar it, 
Didft ever know Bacchus drink other than claret; 
So the jolly red god having empty’d the white- wine. 
Return’d the poor vot’ry the hoglhead to (h— e in. 


• csooooc>^>cdo 




FOR THREE. VO ICES. 

* + 

w HEN fir ft I faw.thee graceful move. 

Ah me, what meant my throbbing breaft ? 
Say, foft confulion, art thou love 1 

If love thou arc, then farewell reft. * 

It • . t n , 

With gentle fmiles affaage the pain, 

Thofe gentle fmiles did firft create ; 
And.thoughyou cannot love again, 

In pity, ah ! for tear to hate* 
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A GLEE FOR TWO VOICES. 

Amidst the myrtles as I walk* 

Love and myfeif thus enter talk ; 

Tell me, faid I, in deep diftrefs. 

Where I may find my Ihegherdeft. 


FOR THREE VOICES. 

Hail ! hail,. green fields 

And ihady woods ! . _ r 

Hail cryftal ftreams, that. ftill run pure ! 

* . - y * p + * * 

Hail cryftal ftreams, that ftill, 

That ftill run pure l 

Hail ! nature’s uncorrupted goads. 

Where virtue only dwells fecure, 

Where virtue only dwells fecure j 
Free from vice and free from care, 

'Age has no pain, nor youth a fnare, 

Nor youth a fnare. 


FOR THREE VOICES 



* * 


F you truft before you try. 
You may repent before you die. 
You may repent before you die. 

P 2 
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A new GLEE, .perform'd at Vauzhax.i» 


Set by Mr. Baatholemoh* 

0/0 ME, come, let’s make ic up, 
Help me to the grace cup ! 
Quarrel ! for {haoie ! 

Let’s not have fuch a rout. 

But path the cann about ! 

All are to blame. 


Come drink, the wine is good t 

Peace and fweet neighbourhood ! 

* * * * ^ 

What fays my lafs ? 

Love, wit, and jollity, 

Shall make us all agree ; 

Where ftands the glafs ? 



w 


A C A T C H. 


f * 


HEM nczt ftiall we meet, to be merry and 

gay- . . 

With love, wine, aud mufic, we’ve made out the 

day. 

Adjourn then, adjourn, for to morrow’s decreed* 
A new day for pleafnre ; fay, are agreed? 

No, no. I’ll not ftir from a cann of fuch chW-J . 
Come, come when yon will, you fliall * find I 9 

herr. 



THE 

+ * i * ' p l ' I # ' * 


I N D E 

A 

A L L in the downs the fleet 



was moored 
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97 
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As thro 1 the gr<?ve I chanc’d to ftray 
A dawn of hope my foul revives 
Attend all ye (hepherds and nymphs to my lay 
As Joe with his pails went a milking one morn 
All whimfical people draw hither 
All on the pleafant banks of Tweed 
Ah ! how vainly mortals treafure 
Affift me, ye fair tuneful nine 
As Delia, bleft with ev’ry grace 
A jolly brifk tar but a little time fince 
A wit and captain ftrove, Sir 
As blithe as the linnet fings in the green wood 134* 
Ah ! Chloris, cou^d I now but fit 
Advife your friend, grave man of art 
Arife, fweet meffenger of morn 
A hogfhead was offer'd to Bacchus his fhrine 
Amid ft the myrtles as T. walk 
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INDEX. 

B 

By the gaily circling glafs 36 

Beneath a green (hade* a lovely young fvvain 55 

By the fide of a-ftreaot, at the foot of a hill 37 

Behold this .fair goblet, *twas carv’d from the 

tree 20 

By the fide of the fweet river Tay 23 

Bleft as the immortal gods is he 67 

By moffy brook,' and flow'ry plain 1 05 


C 

Come, jolly Bacchus, God of wine 9, 

Come roufe from your trances 59* 

Come five with me, and be my love. 83 

Come fing round my favourite tree 98 

Come hither my country fquire 128 

Come liften and laugh at the times 13 

Come* volunteers, come **7 

Come all ye jolly Bacchanals 163 

Come, my never* frowning glafs , 47 

Come, honeft friends, and jovial boys 169 

Come, come, let's make it up * 7 2 


D 

D ifiant hie thee, carping care 3 ° 

F 

Farewell ye green fields, and fweet groves 88 

pair Kitry, beautiful and young ?6 

From the man that I love, tho* my heart I 011- 

guife, J 5^ 

Free from noifc, free from ftrife xoi 



I N D E X. 

1 75: 

o •-••• • 

r 

■ 

1 * 

m 

Gentle youth, ah ! tell me why 

s* 

Gently touch the warblinglyre 

154 

God fare great Gfcorge our; Icing- 

160. 

h 

Gay Damon long lludy’d. my heart to obtain 

j. * 

r - ' * > y 

U. H 

* 43 , 

' 1 

* 

A# 1 

1 ' 

H 

* 

How (lands the glafs around 

T 

How imperfect is expref^on 

. 35 - 

How happy fhould I be with cither 

58 

Hope J thou nurfe of young defire 

6ft 

Hark, the horn calls away 

F * 

*4 3 

Hear me, ye nynaphs, and ev’ry Twain: 

• 42 

4 

How fweetly fmells the funomer green. 

’ 44 

How blithe was I each morn to fee 

2* 

Hail mafonry, thou craft: divine 

- - 

How happy was I 

7* 

How fair is my love ~ 

70 

How prone the bofbm.is to Ugh: 


Hail ! hail green fields 

“*7* 


I 

In this fhady bled retreat 

If .o’er the cruel tyrant love 

In love fhould there meet a fond pair 

In infancy our hopes and fears 
In vain you bid your captive live 
I lothe that I did love 
I laugh and I fing 
In all mankind’s promifeuous race 


t 


3 

9 

10 
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176 INDEX. 

I'd have a man of fenfe and air 62 

Pm marry’d, and happy, with wonder hear this 85 

In Paris city, they report for truth 9$ 

In purfuit of fome^lambs, ‘frojpft ihy flocks that had 
, ftray \i * ■ : ' Ho 

If you truft before yon try 17L, 


Lovely nymph, a ffu age my an guifti 10 

Let the grave and the 'gay . 50 

t not rage thy bofom firing ■ * 52 

Let the tempeft of war • • ■ - & 

Let foldiers fight for prey or praifer 80 

Laughing Cupids bring me rofes 97 

Lovely maid, new ceafe to languilh 151 

Leave party difputesj your attention I pray 45 
Let heroes delight in the toils of the war 6 $ 

Let the declining damaik rofe 138 

Leave, neighbours^ your work, and to fport and to 

play 158 

Let a fet of fober affes 161 


Let the bells now ring, and let the birds fing 169 


M 

My foldier laddie is over the fea, 12 

My (hepherd is gone far away o’er the plain 26 
My former time how brifk and gay 154 

Mailer Jenkins fmok'd his pipe 135 


N 

Now fiimmer approaches, dull winter recedes 33 



INDEX. 

Now the fitow drops life their heads %l 

No nymph chat crips the verdant plains i ya 

No woman her envy can fmother < 166 


Now hear me, dear Nanny, nor treat with difilaini; 

' ” 14a. 


O 


0 take this wreathe my hand has wove 
Of all the girls in our town 
0 Sandy, why leav’ft thou Nelly to mourn 
Oh, I’ll have a hufband, ay marry 
Of woman, to . tell you iriy nsund^ 

On old England’s bleft jfhore 
Orpheus with his lute,, made tre$s 


7 * 

81 

99 
*5 S 

87 


* t * * * * 

• ^ 

Pr’ythee Sufan* what doft miife on. 104 

Pray don’t deep, or think 1 27 


R 

Remember, Damon, you did celt . ' 
Roufe Britain’s warlike throng 



1, 

^ ^ • * 1 

S 

Shepherds, I have ldft my love 

Sure Sally is the love lie It lafs 7.8 

Since wedlock’s in vogue, and ftale virgins dtt 

pifed 63 

gpund the fife — beat the’ drum— to my fta^dard 

repair ui 
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I N D E X. 


T 


* * 


Tender virgins, fhun deceivers 3 

The lark proclaim’d return of morn v c 

This is, fir, a jubilee 6 

The fmiling morn, the breathing fpring 11 

The fun juft glancing thro* the trees 3a 

Two milk white doves upon a bough 29- 

The weftern fky was purpled o^er 31 

The hounds are all out, and the morning does 

peep 49 

The fun from the* eaft tips the- mountains with 


gold * ; * 77 

The heavy hours* are a! mod paft ico 

To chaceo’er the plain the fox or the hare lz 6 
That all men are beggars we plainly may fee 131 
The lilies of France, atid the brave Ehgiifh rofe 148 
’Tis a maxim I hold, whilft I live tapurfue 7 ' l'Jo 
The morning op’d finning, all nature was gay 16 
Tom loves Mary pa fling well 17 

'The travelers that through defarts rfde 47 

The thund’ring drums did beat to battle 09 

To cafe his heart, and own his flame 109 

’Tis a twelvemonth, ago, nay* perhaps they are 

twain 

Tell me, lattes, have you fee a- , 1 4* 

V 

Vows of lbve fliould every bind 86 

♦ * 

W 

With early horn falute the morn 


3j 
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When dazies py.’d, and violets blue 27 

When Fanny blooming fair 27 

When you meet a tender creature 48 

When my hero in court appears 57 

When I was a young one what girl was like me 57 
While bf aux to pleafe the ladies write 74. 

When nextfhall we meet 'ttf'be merry and gay 172 
When firft ye woo’d me to ooitiply 147 

When the rofe is in bad, and blue violets blow 153 

Who has e’er been at Baldock mult needs know 

the mill 153 


When forc’d from dear Hebe to go 
When ftern Achilles left the Grecian band 

h 4 

When difcord ceas’d, and bloody broils no 

more 

While the bee flies from bloflopa to blofiom * 

i 

We have no idle prating 

Wou*d you gain the tender creature 

When Britain firft at heav’n’s command 

* 

While the lads of the village (hall merrily, ah 
Were I as poor as wretch can be 
•When firft I faw thee graceful move 


*4 

39 

114 

1 16 

x 57 

167 

164 

1 48 

92 

S70 


Y 

Ye beaux and ye belles, pray attend to my fong 34. 
Ye nymphs and ye ihepherds that join in the 

throng 107 

Ye mortals whom trouble and forrow attend ' 38 

Ye virgins of Britain who wifely attend 1 35 


The End. 



